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| PROLOGUE. 


WRITTEN BY 


| RICHARD BRINSLEY SHER mA. 282. 
SPOKEN BY MR. us. 


Canzp Fins Ps — ak _ reluStont 1 

With bolds the beauties of the vernal day ; 

As Some fond maid, whom matron fromm reproves 
the smile her heart devates to love ; 

The Season's pleacures tos delay their hour, 

And Winter revels with protracted power : 

Then blame not, Gritics, if, thus late, wwe bring 


A Winter Drama—but reproach— the ſpring. 


What prudent Cit dares yet” the reason trust, 


| Back in his wwhichy, and enjoy the dust? 


' Woes the ctray glance of Ladies paiing by, 


Hors'd in Cheapside, scarce yet the gayer got. 
Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park ; 
Scarce yet you cee him, dreading Mn, late, | 

Scour the New Road, and 3 bro Grovvenor-gate : 


Anxion: timorous tao !-—his Steed to show, 


The hack Bucephalus of Rotten-row.. 
Careless he teemi, yet, vigilantly dy, 


[ 


While his off heel, intidiousiy aride, 


Provalet t caper, which he teems to cb. 1 


Scarce rural Kendngion due honor gains ; 


The vulgar verdure of her walk remains! | 
Where white-robed. misses amble two by two, _ 
Nadding to booted beaux—** Hou! do, how'do ?” 


With gen rous questions that no answer wait: 


« How vactly full ! ut you come vastly late? 88 
« Prit it quite charming! When do you leave town ? | 


« Ant re yu quite tir d? Pray can we cet Mr, p. 


Thee b pleatures of a London Mc ays 


Imperſect yet, we hail the cold delay 15 9 
Should our Play y please—and you re indulgent ever— os 


We 5 lee N Tis better late than never.” 
„ Dramas 
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DaviLLa, ene 8 Abbie 


_ Gomez," 


An old Blind an 
Oz0353080, an old c * 
A Boy 4 8 FT. -, 
A Centine!l | 


EN 5 80 3 
Attendant 3 a 
Peruvian Officer „ „ | 
80 Mee. nas, Brans, ä —— 
: "THE VOCAL PARTS BY _ © 3s 
Mente Krair, SEDOCWICK, D:omuae, Dabios; Ke. 
„ Mrs. Cxoven, Miſs Dz Cann, Miſs ST%- * 
N 3 Miſs Lzax; Mifs DuroUR, i ? 
; Ae: Ke. 8 | 
0 . * N 


1 * 
. UF 


j 8 ; 
| - F: n X 
0 y 
” AC T 1. 6 LEM 
4 F j } 


LAG! 


SCENE Ts + 


maguifcent Pavilion near Pizarro's Tents Piew 

7 Fe Spaniſh Camp in the back Ground —Elvira is 

diſcovered ſleeping under a canopy on one fide of the 

Pavilion. Valverde enters, gazer en Elvira, intel: 

and attempts to kiſt ber band; Elvira, . | 
riſes and looks at him with indignation. * 


Elv. 'A vac IOUS! Whence is thy eise to 

4 interrupt the few moments of repoſe my 
baraſſed mind can ſnatch amid che tumults of this 
noiſy camp? Shall I inform your maſter of this pre- 


ſumptuous treachery ? Shall I diſcloſe thee to Pi- 


zarro? 


ey! 
Val. I am his ſervant, it is bug trusted by So 
—and 1 know him well ; and therefore tis I aſk;; 
by what magic could Pizarro gain your heart, * 
What fatality ſtill holds he your. affeQion ?. | 
Eb. Hold! thou truſty $retary 
Pal. Ignobly born! in mind and manners 1 
ferocious, and unpoliſhed, though cool and eraftx 
if eccaſion need—in youth audacious—ill bis fiſt 
 manhood—4 licenſed pirate treating men as brutes: 
e world as booty; yet now the paniſh herd is 
_ he ſtyled— the firſt of Sp paniſh congyeror's | and for 
à warrior ſo e tis fit g 


rs, — and the erimes « web: a lover 
n ane! 


ira ſhould leave: 5 | E 
_ Hor noble family, ber fame, her home, to ſhare the * 
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F1ZARKO:: : 


rt Bot ber l 
am in error, har i is my incentive S Paſſion infa- 
tuation, call it as you will.; but what attaches thee 
to this deſpiſed, unworthy leader ?—Baſe luere is thy 
5 mean fraud thy means. Could you gain 
me, you only hope 10 win a higher intereſt in Pi 
Bye ve know you. 

Val. On my ſoul, vou wrong me; hat elſe wy 
Do I have none towards you: but indulge the 
fcorn'and levity of your nature: do it while yet the 

time permits; the gloomy hour, * W too _ 


=: 12 RESIN : | 
. Valverde, a prophet wot: | 
1 Val. Heat mp, Elvira: Shame from his late de- 


og 2 aud. burning wiſhes for revenge, again have 
= brought Pizarro to Peru: but truſt me, he over- 
| rates his firengyh, nor meafures well the foe. En- 
emed in a firange country, where terror cannot 
__ © force, nor corruption buy a fingle friend, what have 
: we to hope? The army murmuring at. ingeaſing 
8 ardſhips, white Pizarro decorates with gaydy ſpoi 
"the wa ane or his luxury ? each day diminiſhes 
CS = ; „ We 
$Z — But are you not the heirs of thoſe that fall 2 
3 24 Val. Are gain and plunder then our op; pur: 
1 poſe? Is this Elvira's heroiſm? 
Elb. No, ſo ſcve me heaven! I abhor the motive, 
wenns, und end of your purſtits ; but I will truſt 
none of you -in your Whole army there is not one. 5 
of you that has' heart, or fpeaks ey 
WE aged Las-Caſas, and he alone, excepte 
_ e Hel an enthuſizft i in- the * and works 5 
| ** . . eee! 1 7 4 hg 
| Ele. On dad F ear town that virwons wan, | 
1  howifferent might my lot have been! R 
FO * "Pal. willgrant, Pizarto could not then fs eafily. 
= "have. ed-you ; forgive me, bur at that, event 1 
att muſt wonder. 
le. Hear me, Valverde: When firſt my virgin 
i wg to love, Pizarro wa -my-country's idol. * 
Sell tung, 
/ 


by TRAGIC PLAY, 1 


 Bactaugin, ſell· raiſed, and ſelf-ſupported, he 0 
came a hero; and I was formed to be won by'glory 
8 and renown. Tis known that when he left Panama 
in a ſlight veſſel, his force was not an hundred men. 


Arriued in the ifland of Gallo, with his ſword he 


drew. 2 line upon the ſands, and ſaid, © Paſs thoſe 
| who fear to die or conquer with their leader.“ Thir- 
tean alone remained; and at the head of theſe the 
Warrior ſtood his ground. Even at the moment 
when my cars fieſt caught this tale, my heart- ex- 
claimed, Pizarro is its lord!“ Wat fince I have 
perccived, o thought, or felt, you muſt brave more 
worth to win the knowledge of. 

Val. I preſs no further; AY aſſured that . 
Alonzo. de Malina, our General's former friend 
and pupil, leads the enemy, Pizarro never more wilt 
be a cenqueror. Trumpeus without. } - 

Eu. Silence | 1 hear him coming; Jookt ict per- 
phexed. How myſtery and fraud confound the 
countenanice | Quick, pot on af Honelt face, * 
thou canſt. | 

_.  Pizanro. * Sprobing nvithout. + Chain and. derm 
| bim; 1 * examine him myſelf. . * 


_ Pizarro enters. 5 | 


| (Valverde bow;-—Elvira 2 5 
we + Why doſt thas ſmile, Elvira: 

No To hngh or weep: without — 6 s one 
of the few. privileges wa women have. 

Pix. Elvira, I will know the eauſe, I am teſplyedt 


E. I am glad of tllat, becauſe I love refolation, 
and am reſolved nut to tell you; Now my reſolu- 


. Hon, 1 — is. the better of the twe, ty 
depends | 


n myſelf, and | yours does net. . 
bg. Pl 1 aviflent * as 
Vu. Elvira vas Janghing 5 ar 


a — 
© Pia, Anais) 5 
1 232 Alonzo's auh and 
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N A1 the. 1 How. I Des 8 


that man! His noble mother entruſted him, a boy, 


to my protedion. At my table did he ſeaſi—in my 


5 2 * he repoſe. I had marked his early genius. 
| LO the. valorous ſpirir that grew with it. Often 


d talked to him of o 1ſt adventures what 
ſtorms we ſtruggled with 


nown land then, when 1 told how famine and 
fatigue, diſcord and toil, day by day, did thin our 


anks; amid cloſe-preſſing enemies, how ſtill un- 


unted 1 endured and dared maintained my pur- 
poſe and my power in deſpight of growling mutiny, 


bor bald revolt, till with my faithful few remaining, 


I became at laſt victorious ! When, I ſay, of theſe 
things I ſpoke, the youth, Alonzo, with tears of 
wonder and delight, would throw him on my neck, 


and ſwear, his ſoul's ambition owned no other | 


lead 8 
Fal. What could ſubdue attachment. fo begun! 5 


hat perils we ſurmount⸗ 
+ ed. When landed with a ſlender hoſt upon an un- 


Piz. Las-Cas—hg it was, with faſcinating eraſt, 


| pad « canting precepts of humanity, ' raiſed in Alon- 
2078 mind a new enthuſiaſm, which forced him, as 


 thefiripling termed it, to forego bis conntry* S claims 
a For. thoſe of buman nature. 


Val. Ves, the traitor left yon, joined the ren. 
ans, and 1 thy enemy and Spain's. 


1 z os Þ ut firſt with wearileſs remonſtrance be ſued - 


win me from my purpoſe, and untwine the ſword 
from my determined graſp. Much be ſpoke of 


Fight, of juſtice and humanity; calling the Peru- 
'  Vians our innocent and unoſſending brethren! 


his Piz. 4 JI0L {—Obdurate deathens|—They wy 
Pix. 3 when. be ond the ſoſt Folly of the. 


pleading tears be dropt upon my boſom, fell on 


_ Marble, be flew and joined the foe: then, profiting. 
by the feſſons be. had gained in wrong'd Pizarro's . 


58 the youth ſo dikiplined and led his now al- 


2 2 fore'd me— Ha! 1 burn with 


\ 


2 
ſhanie * 
: 7 T 
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185 4 T&4@tc PLAY. — _ 3 


ſha e armed in baſe recent and 
K diſcomfitare. to quit the ſhore. 
Vul. But the hour of revenge is come. ; 
Pix. It is; L am returned my ſoncs is. 1 
vhed; and the | audacious Boy ſhall ſoom know that 
Pizarro: lives, and haga grateful mne 
3 we him. 
Val. Tis doubted: whether Gall Alonzo les. 
Din Tis certain that he does; one af his a. 
bearers is juſt made: pwiſoner ; twelve thouſand i 
their farce, as he xeport, led by Alomo and Peru- 


vian Rolla. This day they make a ſolema ſueriee 


In their-uagedly-altars.' We muſt profit by their - 

fecurity, and attack them unpee paredthe enn 

cers: ſhall become the victians. ; 

Ei. (afide.) Wreiched innocent And their own 

blood ſhall bedew their alcars ! : 
Piz. Right! (Trumpets without.) Eldiray vets! 
Elo. Why -thonld T zavire 2: 

„ iſs Becauſe mem, axe to moet bexe, and e-mas- 
x eG, _ 1 and 21 5 
men} mes nngretefab- ere ! 

5 0, woman ! till affeQionate though d Tie 
Beings to whoſe eyes you turn for animation; lope, 

— and rapture, through: the days ef mifth and reel. 
ys and on whoſe beſoms in the hous-of fore-caks | 

mity, you ſeek for reſt and cenfolation 1 n, when 
the pompous follies of youn mean. ambition ave the 
queſtion, you treat as ue, er 4 fares 1 ; 
Pia. Remain adds; 1 Sos A gente 
Ev. They only babble who practiſe not refle&ion; 
_ ſhall thinl and thought is filence.  * : 
_ _ n SOOT: in Fe manner have." 


. 


. hot ; fternhy, Fay 4 ee 
5 


a e a commandi 


— a * ; * — 2 : 
3 + ns : x * 
Df PLEARRO. 


wi Dfffcers and Soldjert.—T rumpetr without, 
| In- C. Pizarro, we attend your . 


— 


Piz. Welcome, venerable father my friends, 8 


| — welcome. Friends and falow-ſoldiere. at 
the hour is arrived, which to Pizarro's hopes preſents: 
| the full rewardof our undaunted enterprize and long 


(enduring toils. _ Confident in ſecurity, this day- the 


fog devotes to ſolemn ſacrifice : if with bold ſurprife 
we ſtrike on their folemaity—truſt to your leader's 
' word—vwe ſhall not fail. 

An. Too long inactive have we been mouldering 
on the coaſt—our ſtores exhauſted, and our ſoldiers 


murmurin — Battle! Battle l—then death to the 


arm'd, and chains for the deſenceleſs. 155 
Dav. Death to the whole Peruvian race! 
La- C. Merciful Heaven! 


An. Yes, General, the ER and inſtantly 1” n 


4 ſhalt Alonzo, baſting at his eaſe, ſoon ecaſc to 
hs oof our ſuffering and ſeorn our force. | 
Na. C. Alonze —ſtorn and preſumption are not 
> in his nature. 

Ann. Tis fit Las- Caſas would defend his pupil. 
i. Speak not of the traitor or bear his name 
but as the bloody ſummons to aſſault 2 
TY A Lo we aie agreed? (hy 
. and Dau. We are. 
an. All !—Battle ! Battle! 


—_— nor yet.complete ?—Battle !—gracious Hea- 
ven? Againſt whom !—Againſt a King, -in whoſe 
mild boſom your atrocious injuries even yet haye not 
excited hate ! bur who, inſulted or victorious, Rill 
ſues for peace, Againſt a People who. never wrong 
ed the living Bei heir Creator formed: a People, 
Who, children of 3 mnocence ! received you as eberi 
| _—_ with eager hoſpitality and confiding Kind- 
9 Generoully and freely did they ſhare with you. 
5 Tone. SO, their * and 588 Joes : 


Gia n 1 Darius =D 


72 Is then the dreadful 3 of your _ 


\ , 


* A TRAGIC PLAY. OM 


vou repaid em by fraud, oppreſſion, and be 
Theſe eyes have witneſſed all I eb £ 1 | as 
were rereived: as e e you added. 3x N 
Piz. Las-Cafas! ' . 
La- C. Pizarro, PN me "teat me cbieftalet 
And thou, All- powerful! whoſe thunders can 
ſhiver imo ſand che: adamantine rock—whoſe light. bo 
nings can pierce to the core of the rived and quaking - 
earth—Ob ! let thy power give effect to thy ſervant s 
words, as thy ſpirit gives courage to his will 1. Do 
not, 1 implore you, EbieſtainsCountrymen Do 
not, I implore. Jou, renew the foul barbarities which 
your inſatiate avarice has infficted on this wretched, 
| ynoffending race — But huſh, my ſighs—fall not, 
| drops of uſeleſs forrow —heart-breaking anguiſh, 
| choke not my utteragce—AUll I entreat is, ſend me 
once more e you call your enemies — Oh! let 
 _ me be the m enger of penitence for you, I ſhall re- 
turn with bleffings and with peace from them. 
Elvira, you weep Alas „ and does this dreadful 
criſis move no heart but thine? _ | 
| Alm. Becauſe there are no women dere but the | 
and thou. 
Pix. Cloſe this Me war of words: time flies, and 
our opportunity will be loſt. . * are Je * 
inſtant battle? | 5 
All. We are. 3 
Las-C. Oh, men 1 blood 1 Knee, gig: 
chou haſt anointed me thy ſervant not to curſe, but 
to bleſs my countrymen: yet now my bleſſing on 
on their force. were blaſphemy againſt thy goodneſs. 5 
—{ Riſes. ) No]! I curſe your purpoſe, homicides !. I 
_ curſe the bond of blood by which you are united. 
| May fell diviſion, infamy, and rout, defeat your. 
projects and __ Ape eas re On you, and on 
your 1 of the innocent blood 
: which ſhall tea th this da Jay ! I leave you, and for 
— No longer ſhall theſe aged eyes be ſeared by 
krors they have witneſſed. In caves, in en 


| * "_ — and * ſavage 


| wi 


| beaſts with Ioommande: and-when at 


SG: | PIKARKD 


th we meet 
before the'blef'U tribunal of that Deity, whoſe 
mild doctrinos and whoſe'mercies ye — this day” 
renounced, then ſhall you feel the ago and grief of 
2 mir tear the anon preg! sener wow! 
a 1 
6 . lee ch. wke me rich thee, Las 


Caſas, 

LC. Say! lol, abuſediady-1- Ion um fe 
les here. Perbaps thy lovelineſt may perſuade to 
pity, where reaſon and religion plead in vain. Oh!- 
ſave thy innocent fellou - creatures if thou eunſt: 
then ſhall thy frailty ir redgemed, and thou wilt 
ſhare che mercy thou heſtoweſt. l. 

- Pez. How, Elvira! weulu than leave me-? 


Eb Tam bewildered, grown terrified! Yourin- | 


tmininkty—ond: that good Las-Caſas—ob'! he ap- 
pearzd to me juſt now ſomething more than 3 
ly: and you! ye all looked worſe than earthly. 

Fi. Compaſſinn ſometimes becomes a beauty. 

Eto. Humanity always beeomes:aeomqueror. -- 

An Well! Heaven be praiſed, we are rid of the 
old moraliſt, , 

: Gon. I hope bell join his preaching pupil Alonzo. 
Pix. Now to prepare our muſter-and our march. 
At mid-day is the hour of the ſacrifice, Conſulting 
with our guides, the rout of your diviſions ſhall be 
given to each commander. If we ſurprize, we con- 


quer, and if n 0onquer, the gates of Quitowill be' 


ay” And Pizarro then be monarch of Peru. 
Pi. Not ſo faſt ambition ſor a time muſt take 
counſel from diſcretion. Ataliba ſtill muſt hold the 
ſnadow of a ſceptte in his hand Pizarro u_ appoar 


7 dependant upon Spain: while the pledge ture 
pan, his daughter's hand, ſecures the Trans fa. | 


ceiion: to the crown I ſeek 
- Abs. This is beſt. | In Pivatre's plans obſerve the 1 
| Nateſman's wiſdom! guides the warrior's valdur. 
al: (de Elvira) Tou mark, Elna 
«wi O, ä is 3 iz n. Pin . 


4 TRAGIC, PLAY. | 9 


6 


an gem offended. . Elvira ſtill retains Or 
Bet. ink —a ſceptre waves me on. 5 
Elu. Offended No! Thou knowꝰſt tis "T4 
is my idol; and this will be molt * ma * 
and ougurable. 5 1 
Biz. What mean you? 25 
Ev. Oh! — mere woman” 4 1 | 
jealous, whim, perhaps: but let it not impede the 
royal hero's 6 Trumpets heut. ) The call 
of arms invites you Away b away! * his nes 
nis worthy fellow-warriors. 
2 And go you not with me? | 
v. Undoubtedly ! 1 needs mult be the ft 10 
hail the future monarch of Peru-—. 


e Bunter Gotz. 


Aim. How, Gomez! what bring ſt 8 ? 

Com. On yonder hill among the palm trees. vy 
have ſurpriſed an old cacique; eſcape by flight be 
could not, and we ſeized him and his attendant un- 
rente yet bis lips breathe Dough; FF younger 
and ſcorn. | 

Pix. Drag him before us. 

; Toms Magus, the 2 e condufting 

ros Q Altendani, un Chains guarded. 
hong al . 0 7 
ro. Firſt tell me Which amo yu is 

of this band of robbers. | oy 1 

Piz. Ha 8 
| a W one bis: tongue, or ell | 

ro. u'It tru 

Shewing his 2 J Shall I not plunge 

. Ts is heart? | 

Ore.-(To. Fiv) Pos your. army boaſt many ſuch 0 

LCTOCS AS | 

. Soap Tir infolenes. has ſealed thy 
doom. Die thou ſhalt, - \greycheaded, «pan. 


ba... 


firſt confeſs what thou, knoweRt. 8 
I Kuen tat which thu batt pong 


Qro.. 0 
oF—that TM eis. je 
| 5 F © Vis. 8 


"Pls, Leſs audacity ber- might have preſerved 
thy © 
Oro. My life i is a withered tree i is not worth | 
proering: | e 
Piz. Hear me, old man. Even now we march | 
againſt the Peruyian army. We know there is a 
Ard path that leads to your ſtrong-hold among the 
8 : guide us to that, and name thy reward. If 
wealth by thy wiſh— | | 
„. Het har hat bat fD 
Piz. Doſt thou deſpiſe my offer ? 5 
Oro. Thee and thy offer Wealth —1 bars the 
wealth of two dear gallant ſons—I have ſtored in 
beaven the riches which repay good actions here, and 
All my chiefeſt treaſure do I bear about me. 
Piz. What is that? Inform me. 8 
Oro. I will; for it never can be wine —ibe treaſure” | 
of a pure unfullied conſcience. | 
Fiz. I believe there is no other Peruvian who 
Cares ſpeak as thou doſt. 
Oro. Would 1 could believe there i is no other Spa- 
Liard who dares act as thou doſt 
Gon. 7 ) Obdurate Pagan !— — How numerous 
is your army? 
ro. Count the leaves of vonder foreſt. 
Alm. Which is the weakeſt part of your camp ? | 
Oro. It has no weak part—on every ſide 'tis forti- | 
fied by juſtice. 


Piz. Where have you concealed your wives and 
Four children? 
th Oro. In the hearts of their huſbands ag their fa- 
ers. 9 
Piz. Know'ſt thou Rü ? e | 
Oro. Know him !—Alonzo k— Know him Jl 


EY nation's- benefactor {—The guardian angel of 
Peru! 


Piz. By what his he meri ited chat title 155 
Oro. By not reſembling the. 
Alm. Who is this Roll: a joel with, Alonzo in 


| command. 


* 
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Oro. L. will anſmer that; for I love to * and to 
repeat che hero's name. Rolla, the kinſman of the 
King, is the idol of our army; in war a tiger, 
chafed by the hunter's ſpear; in peace as gentle as 
the unweaned lamb. Coka was once betrothed to 
bim; but finding ſhe preferred Alonzo, he reſigned 
his claim, and, 1 fear, his peace, to friendſhip and 
to Cora's happineſs 3 yet Kill he loves her with a 
pure and holy fire. 


F: Piz, Romantic ſavage 3 ſhall meet this Rolla 
On. b 
Oro: Thon badſt better not ! The terrois of his | 
"nokta eye would ſtrike thee dead. 1 . 

Dav. Silence or tremble t | N 

Oro. Beardleſs robber! I never yet be trem- 
bled before God why ſhould I tremble before man ? 
— Why before thee, chou leſs than man! 
Fe "4403 Another word, audacious Heathen, and I 
| Rrike? » 

Oro. Strike, Chriſtian ! Then 3 among thy 3 
fellows I too have murdered a Peruvian! : 
Dav. Hell and vengeance ſeize thee! ( Stabs him.) 

Piz. Hold! 
| Roa Could'ſt thou longer have endured his in- 
uits . 2 
Pix. And therefore ſhould he die can YR 
Oro. True ] Obſerve, young man—your vnthink- 

ing raſhneſs has ſaved me from the rack; and you 
yourſelf have loſt the opportunity of a uſeful leſſon; 
you might have ſeen with what cruelty vengeance 
would have inflicted torments, and with what pa | 
tience virtue would have borne them. \ 
Elo. (Supporting Orozembo's head. ber boſom.) 
Oh! eg an Boy all. Look up, Te 2 15 
innocent ock up once more, and bleſs me ere thou 1 


dieſt. God! how I pity thee!' | | 
Oro. Pity me l- Me ſo near my happineſs 1 Bleſs 8 
rhee, lady !—Spaniards—Heaven turn your hearts, 

a ena you as 1 do. ene is born. gp 0 | 
5 ng. SEE by 


. 


1 | > : 4 | as. AR 1 5 y * 5 * 


* Away !—Davilla ! If thus raſh 2 feeond> 
Dav. Forgive the haſty indignation hib 75 
PE. 44s vere that trembling wretch—— 
ſet kim depart ; "tis well he fhould report the merey 
viel we ſhow to infolent deffance. flak! our 
are moving | 
Brend. (On paſſe Rina) If through your 
ntle means my maſter's poor Tetftains mig be 
er ved from infult— 
£6. I underſtand ou. | 
Aten. His ſons may yet thank your ct . 
not avenge their father's fate. 8 
Piz. What ſays the ſlave? 
2 9 * —  yoofor your 2 
s app later, 
warch through the tents.) Follow me, Tu. at 
_ ſhalt have his poft affigned, and ere Peruvia's God 
ſhall fink beneath the main, the Spaniſh banner, 
- bathed in blood, that tar above the walls of van- 
9 Go. Os CER. 


Manent Ee and Ven. 


Ful. Is it now preſumption that my hopes das 
hook renged th with the increaſing horrors "which 1 fee ap- 


| pal 's foul ? 

Ev. I am nk with terrbr uuf weindck ! Wold 
I eduld f cheſe dreadful ſcenes fk " 
27 t not Valverde true attachment be 


e? 
a i oc thou do to fave, or to avenge _ 
— 


Val. I dire do all thy injuries may demand :—a 
I Perhaps wn ll ho 22 your —5 | _ 
Per we will ſpe Ao this. w 
leave me. Exit Valverde. 
Eto. ( Alone. } No! not this revenge—no! not 
dis inſirument. Fie, Elvira! even for a moment 


to cbunſel with this unworthy traitor Can 8 


5 wretch, falſe to a nn maſter, be true io anyx 


pledge 


In - | 
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pledge of love or | honor ? Pizarro will abandon. 
me- yes; me—who for his ſake, have ſacrifieed 
oh! God! What have I not ſacrificed for him? 
yet, curbing the avenging pride that ſwells this bo- 
ſom, I will ſtill further try him. Oh, men! ye 
who, wearied by the fond fidelity of virtuous love, 
| ſeek in the wanton's flattery a new delight—oh, ye 
may inſult, and leave the hearts to which your faith 
was 3 and, ſtifling reproach, may fear no 
other peril ; becauſe ſuch hearts, howeꝰ er you injure 


and deſert them, have yet the proud retreat of an 
unſpotted fame—of unreproaching conſcience. 'But 
beware the deſperate libertine, who.-forſakes the 
creature whom his arts have firſt deprived of all na- 
tural protection of all ſelf. conſolation ! What has 
be _ _ er. and vengeance. Lrit. 


. END OF. Taz FIRST ACT. | T 64 
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4 . Wood, and Reb Cara, 
2 on the root of a Tree, is playing with bur Cbild. 
. e N e e 
1 wit” &..1 


Cera. N ow confeſs, 3 deni s hu I 
Al. Indeed, he. is liker eee _ 

folteſ—thy ſmiling gentleneſs. 
Cora. But his auburn/hair, the colour: of his 5s, - . 
Alonzo.—O 1 my lord's image, and my hearts 
adored «uf Po geg the child to ber heſom.) 
Al.. The little daring urclin robs me, 1 doubt; OY 
dome portion of thy love, my Cora. At leaſt he ; 
f dhares _— which, till his birth, were only mine. 

| : 3 N Gon: 


| 
1 
Ui 
4 
Ty 
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Tap | _.* »PHEARROS—” : 


n. Oh, no, Alonzo! a mother's love for hor 
dear babe is not © ſtealth, or tuben from the father's 
ſtore; it is a new delight that turns with quicken'd 

* = W gratitude to nin, the author of her he meme 

Sh af bhils. 
| off Gaal] Cine rink enim "OY 

Cm. I am fare he will ſpent foon : then will be 
7g the kad of the three holidays allowed by Nature's 
N emden to che ions mother's hbart. . ee 
5 2. The law of his birth I ethos 
is &1fich : bat when the firſt white bloffoms'of his 
__  vevth- appear, breaking the crimſon buds that did | 
incaſe them; tha is a day of joy: hext, when from 
his farher's arms he runs without fupport, wad chngs, 
laughing and delighted, 
is the mother's heart's next ray ra and ſweeter 
Rl the third, wheneꝰer his little ſtammerin tongue 
„„ the grateful ſound of, Father, | homer? 
ES, Don! that is the deareſt joy of al. 
Al, Beloved Cora! 
a. Cora. Oh! my Alonzo! daily, hourly, do I pour 
thanks to. * for the dear "OO Ker uh in 
2 and thee. | 
Al. To Heaven and Rota. - y 
Cora. Yes, to Heaven and Rolla: : and art 8 | 
pronto en, too, Alonzo? | tha NI - 
„ Deb n ene 
Cora. Why then of late ſo reſtleſs She cm ? 5 

Why to my waking watching ear, ſo often does the 

op the i ſtruggfeng nt | 
. — — again unn bat, 

my brethren? n 

ans. Do chey dot ——— 

oe all men brethren? 

Al. Should they: prove eien? HH 8 
©ra. I will fle, and meet therin — 
"I . nd 7 8 _ 


3 


to his Mother's knee; that 


A TRAGIC) PLAY. | © ts 


Cra. What! think you à mother, when ſhe. runs 
f om danger, can feel the weight df her child? 
Il. Cora, my beloved, do vou with to. fot mr 
heurt at reſt? r I 
_ Cora. Un, ves yes! yes! | | - 

i. Haſten then now to che concealment in 
mountains; there dwells ydur father, and tens _ 
vur matrons and virgins, und our warriors” offs- 
pring, are alotted to await the iiſue of the war. 
Cora will not alone reſiſther Sultans; Ser fir, 
e her monarch's with... 

Cara. Alonzo, I ranndt 8 One ü n 
| every moment's. abſence world my fancy paint you - 
_ waunded; alone, abandoned e e 

Ou. d ß . fed tj 5 
5 if. Rolha.will be che e 5 

Cora. Yes, while che acti ncaa and bak 
rages moſt, brave Rolla will be found. He may 
revenge, but cannot ſave thee. : To follbw- danger, 
ne will leave even thee: But I have fworn never to 
" forſake thee but with life. Dear, a Al b 
you wiſh chat I ſhould break my vr??? >"; 
ben de it ww. nnen 
great and Jovely, in conrage, genmicncis, and truth; 
my pride, my content, my all 4 Can there on this 
eurth be fools whe feek ee. Fer Pp 
love in the purſuit? ?? 

Kt. Alonzo, 1 cannot thank » you t Slence ak 

0 nl true aſſedion who ſecks'to allow it by 

—_— will miſs the wack. W N Dues 
A Nah tis the 88 placi che grate: that 

Hild ſurround the temple iſacrefice. "Dis 
- Reis domes, "the falt und weft * heroes. (Wann. 
ö 5 S${7 453%: 

Rob. awe _— Them pln thom om we vn. 
| Troming rhe 8 =y 2 1 W 
.* Gora: Reldidang nd my brother? = 


A. Rolla — — my beuefa ur d ben 
bee xcpay the * which we owe * ? 


55 


Eo. | 0A BIZARROTS 


* 


0. Paſs W in peace and bug. Rolla 
witneſs it, he is overpaid. | 


Cora. Look on this cid He ks life-blood « of 


my heart; but if ever he loves or reveres-thee leſs 


than this own father, his mother's hate fallon him ! 
Rel. Oh, no more What ſacrifice have I made 
to merit gratitude? The object of my love was 


Cora's happineſs —1 ſee her happy.—Is not my 


object gain'd, and am I not rewarded ? Now, Cora, 
liſten to a friend's advice. Vou muſt away; you 
muſt ſeek the ſacred caverns, the unprofan'd receſs, 


|  whither, after this day's ſacrifice our nen, _ 


eden the Virgins of the Sun, retire. 
Cura. Not ſecure. wich Alonzo and with thee, 


| Rolla? 


BY Wolinve heard: Pizarro” 5 pia is to ſurpriſe 
us.—Thy.preſence;. A cannot . ut eee im- 
. our efforts. Len. 

Cara Impede <P: WY; WOES ST 

Kol. Ves, yes. Thou bags "wakes tenderly wn we 
love thee zwe thy huſband and thy friend. Art 
thou near us, our thoughts, our valour—vengeance 


vill not be our own. No advantage will be purſued 


that leads us from the ſpot where thou art placed; 
No ſuecour will be given but for thy protection. The 
faithful lover dares not be all bimielf amid the war, 
until he knows that the beloved of his foul i is abſent : 


FX; from the peril of the fight. 


. Tan to m friend! ue this L yould bare 


8 ii 


Cora. This timid $i > 4 0 peut wing fear 5 


inſtead of valour, flatters, but does: . convince : 
me: the wife is incredulous. 1 8 Hur 


Nol. And is the mother duke ling; Arr | 
Cora. No-more—Do with me as you. pleaſe... My 
friend, my huſband! plate me where you will. 


A. My adored! we thank yon both. (Mr 


without. ) Hath the King approaches to the ſa- 


. e Rolla Jpo 6 mop ni of. Wa, : 


£ AS 2 7 3 1 *. * 
= 
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A fervant of mine, [ hear, is milling; whether 
furpriſed of treacherous, I know not. 

5. It maxters not. We are every where Pre- 
pared. Come, Cora, upon the altar mid the rocks 
thou'lt implore a blefling on our cauſe. The pious 


fupplication of the trembling wife, and mother's. 
| Heart, riſes td the throne * the moſt reſiſtleſs 


22 of human homage. * 
rn n. 


Peruvian idolatry : in the center is the 
im march, —The Watriors and King enter on om 
fide of the Temple — 2 5 * and * en the 


ther, 


Phe 7. the Sun : it the r 
f of un 2 dee e | 


OO Exeunt. 


Ma. Weloome, Rx 12 Rolta.) Kues 


on hand.— 1 Cora.) Blefs d 


be the jet of the 
"re mother s love. 


ices ſun bleſs the father of his people! : 


welfare of his children lives the hap- 


: n 
Fs of their King. Friends, what is the wag, 


of ovr foldiers ? 


Rel. Such as become the' cauſe which ky 1 
ng! 


port; their cry is, Victory or death? our 
our a, dh and our God! 


Ata. Thou, Rolla, in che TT: of peril, b baſt dem 


wont to animate the fpi irit of their 23 we 


roceed to conſeerate t e which thy 
knows ſo well to guard. 


| Rat. Vet never was the haur of peril near, * ; 
to inſpire them words were fo little needed. My 


brave afſociates—partners of my toil, my fi 
and my fame !—can Rolla's words add vigour to 


virtuous energies: which inſpire your hearts NS 


Trou have judged as I have, the foulneſs of the 
crafty plea by which theſe bold invaders would de- 


lade you—Your generous ſpirit has compared as 
mine * the motives, =, in a war like this, 
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can animate their minds, and ouxs.— Tux, by 2 
nge frenzy driven, fight for power, for plunder, 
and extended rule -E, for out country, our altars, 
and our homes. Tux follow an adventurer whom. 
they fear—and obey a power which they hate -E 
ſerve a monarch whom we love—a God whom we 
adore !'—Whene'er they move in anger, deſolation 
tracks their progreſs !-——Where'er they pauſe in 
amity, affliction mourns their friendſhip !—They 
doaſt they come but to improve our ſtate, enlarge 
our thoughts, and free us from the yoke of error! 
Fes — TAE will give enlightened. freedom to oun 

minds, who are themſelves the ſlaves of paſſion, 
avarice, and pride. They offer us their protec- 
tion Ves, ſuch protection as vultures give to lambs 
D covering and devouring them —They call on us: 
to barter all of good we have inherited and proved, 
for the deſperate chance of ſomething better which: 
they promiſe —Be our plain anſwer tis: the throne: 
_ wE honour, is the vSOrLE's choick— the laws we 
' reverence are our brave Fathers legacy——the faith 
we follow teaches us to live in bonds of charity with 
all mankind, and die with hope of bliſs beyond the 
grave. Tell your invaders this, and tell them too, 
we ſeek no change and, leaſt of all, ſuch. change 
as they would bring us. [Trumpets ſound. 


Y 7 [Embracing Rolla.] Now, holy friends, ever 
mindful of theſe Kered truths, 4 * the 7 
(4 folemm proceſſion commences from the receſs of the Tem- 
* /-w the Altar —The Pag and V, — of the Sun: 
| 2 themſelves on either fide—thc' High-Prieſt ap 
proaches the Altar, and the ſolemnity begins —T he invoca- 
tion of the High-Prieft" is followed by the chorufſes of the: 
| Prieſts am Virgin. Fire from above lights upon the 

Altar —T he whole aſſembly riſe, and join in the thankſgiv- 
ing.) Our offering is accepted. —Now ta arms, my 
friends, prepare for battle. 


Me 
* 


Tue 


— 
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Enter Ozanpo. 


70 The enemy. - 

Ata. How near? | wh 4 ; 
Ora. From the hills brow, Een now as I o'er- 
look'd their force; ſaddenly 1 perceived the whole 


in motion: with eager haſte they march towards our 
deſerted camp, as if appriſed of this our moſt lo- ; 


lemn ſacrifice, 


Rel. They muſt be met before they bench i . 

Ata. And you, my daughters, with your dear 
children, away .to the appointed place of ſafety. . 
Cora. Oh, Alonzo! (embracing bim.) Phy 

2 We ſhall meet again. 

Cora. Bleſs us once more, ere you leave us. 1 

Al. Heaven protect and bleſes hee, my beloved; 
and thee, my innocent! 

Ata. Haſte, haſte !—each moment is precious ! 'F 

Cora. F I" Alonzo! Remember thy life is 
mine. | 
Kol. Not one farewell to Rolla ? 
Cora. [Giving him her hand.] Farewell !—the God 
of war be with you: — but bring me back Alonzo. 
[Exit with the child. 
. *<oalew- I Dies bis word.] Now, my bretbren, my 

Sins; my friends, I know your valour.—Should ill 
ſucceſs aſſail us, be deſpair the laſt feeling of your 


hearts,—lIf ſucceſsful, let mercy be the firſt, Alon- 
20, to you I give to defend the narrow paſſage of 


the mountains. On the right of the wood be Rolla's 
ſtation. For me, ſtrait forward will I march to 
meet them, and fight until I ſee my people ſaved, 


or they behold their monarch fall. Be the word of 


Weld Hy and our native land. [LA march. ] 


scENE II. 
The Weed beteween the Temple and the c. 
Enter Rol LA and Alonzo, © 


To meet again in —— 


No. Here; my friend, we ſeparate—ſoon, Itru 2 
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A.. Or perhaps we e part to meet no more : —Rolla, 


he moment's pauſe ; we are yet before our . 8 
ſtrength; one earneſt word at 


Rol. There is in language now no word but baue 
DH). Yes, one word mere Cora! 

el. Cora l- Speak. | 

A. The next hour brings us — 

Rel. Death or victory! 

Al. It may be victory to one—death fo be other. 
Ræl. Or hoth may fall. 

Al. If ſo, my wile and hdd 1 hequenth to the 


» proteQion of Heaven and my King. E | 
-Galy fall, Ralla, be chou my hair. | 


Rol. How? | 
alt. Be Cora dy wife-be den a er 20 my 
' Rel. Rouſe thee, Alonza!. Vaniſh theſe timid 
fancies. 

Al. Rolla! Chas triad in Kain, and ne ty 
from the foreboding which oppreſſes me: than 


 know'ſt it will notiſhake me in the fight. But give 


me your .promule. 
4 15 it he Cora, will—Yo-l promiſe— Gide : 
Al. Tell ber it was my loſt with! and bear to her 


N r my laſt bleſſing. 


Rel. L will Now. chen to our poſta, and let our 


| ſwords Jak for us. hep hes crew nes 7 


Al. For 
1 Eag! \ rtf ba 
13 e THOR Harms without 


4 Flew of eee ks diflant- View of 


\@&-Peruvian Village. Trees. growing from a rocky 
Eminence on one fide. Alarms tontinued. 


— Qld blad Man arnd'6 Bop. | 


0. Man. — 1; 


322 One meſſenger alone. F rom the temple 
* marchd comeer the oe. 0. Mar. 


__ bot. 
0. Man. Fol are  Peravians. D⁰ they come 


A TRAGIC PLAY. > NY 


ſword, and died a 
alone? 

Boy. Yes Nod hope my father wil be Cafe : 
O. Man. He will do his duty. Lam more anxious 
for thee, my child. 

Bey. I can ſtay with you, dear grandfather. 


0. Man. But ſhould: the. enemy come, they 2 | 


drag thee from me, my boy. 
Boy. Impoſlible, 1 for they will ſee at 


once that you are old and blind, and cannot do with- | 


out me. 

O. Man. Poor. child ! you little kuow the 3 of 
theſe inhuman men ( Diſcharge of canon heard.) 
Hark ! !-- the noiſe is near—l hear the dreadful roar- 
ing of the fiery engines of theſe cruel ſtrangers. — 
(Shouts at à diffance.)- At every ſhout, with inBvolun- 
tary baſte, Iclench my hand, and fancy ſtill it graſps 
a ſword! Alas! I can only ſerve my country by 
my prayers. Heayen ene the lan and his gal- 
3," e 

65. O father! there are T 
0. Man, Spaniards, boy? — 
Bey. No, Peruvians! 


0. Man. How ! ns fyiog from the field —12 | 


cannot da. 
nter tao. N Soldiebro _ 


0 ſpeak to them, hays you ? How 
goes the battle ? 

Sal. We may not ſtop; we are ſent for the reſerve. 
behind the hill. The n tus. 


0. Man. Quick, then, quick 3 
- Boy. I ſee the points. of lances gliteing in the | 


OY : 
e 75 


: 0. Man. Haik hear the din of battle. O! had 
I till retain'd, my 1 8 1 might now have graſpda 
Idier's death L Are we quite. 


| CExeunt Soldiers | 


22 | rale: 9 


Ps a Peruvian Soldier. 


85 Soldier, ſpeak to my blind father. 
- $2]. I'm ſent to tell the helpleſs father to retreat 
among the rocks: all will be loſt, 1 ſear. "IS king 


is wounded. © 


. ©." 0: Man Quick, boy! Lead me to the hill, where 
thou mayꝰſt vie w the plain. Alarms. oy 


Enter r ATALIBA, mad. with Quins: Offcers, and 
: | Soldiers. 


Alta. My wound is bound; velieve 1 me, the hurt 
is nothing: 1 may return to the Sane; 

Ora. Pardon your ſervant ; but the allotted prieſt 
who attends the ſacred banner, has pronounced that 
the Inca's blood once ſhed, no ern can await the 
day until he leave the fiel. ä 

Ata. Hard reſtraint! Ol my poor keaxe ſoldiers! 
Hard that I may no longer be a witneſs of their 
valour. But haſte you; return to your comrades :- 
I will not keep one ſoldier from his poſt. Go, and 
avenge your fallen brethren. [ Exeunt Orand, Off 
cers, and Soldiers.) I will not repine 3 z my own fate 
is the laſt anxiety of my heart. It is for you, my 
people, that I feel and fear. * . 


Ola Man and Boy advance. 


© 0. Man. Did I not hear the voice of an 3 
nate ?—Wha is it complains thus? 

Ata. One almoſt by hope forſaken. 2 

O. Man. Is the King alive? "fe 20 

Ata. The King ſtill lives. 9 

0. Man. Then thou art not forlaken Ataliba 
protedt the meaneſt of his ſubjects. 9 80 
Ata. And who ſhall protect Ataliba? 


0. Man. The immortal powers, that protect the 15 


juſt. The virtues of our monarch. alike ſecure to 
him the affection of his people, and the benign, re · 
Bard of . EY | 


& TRAGIC) PLAY- FR, 


* 


Aia. Howi impious, had! rms tedd ? How won- 
— draws} thou ſapreme Diſpoſer, are thy acts! Even 


in this moment, which I had thought the bittereſt 


trial of mortal ſuffering, thou haſt infuſed the ſweet- 


eſt ſenſation of my life—it 1 is the aſſurance of my 


people“ s love. 


ger, ſee thoſe hideous men that ruſh upon us vonder! 

Ata. Ha) Spaniards !—And l—Atalita—'!}- 
fated fugitive, without a ſword even to try the ran- 
ſom of a monarch's life. 


Enter Davilla, Almagro, . Spaniſh Elle. 


Dav. *Tis he bur hopes are ane know 


him well—it is the King! e 
Alm. Away !—PFollow with your royal prize.— 


Avoid thoſe Peruvians, though in flight. This way c 


1 may regain our line, 


| [Exeunt, Davilla, Almagro, and Soltiers, with | 


Wes Ataliba priſoner. 
O. Man. The King !—Wretched old man. that 


could not ſee his gracious form Boy, would thou 5 


hadſt led me to the reach of thoſe ruffians ſwords! | 


Bey. 3 F 7 0 2 I 0 


4 


Boy. Father! all our countrymen are flying here 


for refuge... + 
0. Mam, No—to the reſcue of their King—they 


never will deſert him. ¶ Alarms without. ) an 1 


Enter Peruvian Officers and Soldiers, Hing 1. the 
| Hage. ; Orano following. 


Ora. Hold, I charge you! Rolla calls you. | 


Officer. We cannot combat wich their dreadful en- 1 


= 


9 1 | 


FI Hold, recreants ! cowards what r ye 
death, and tear not ſhame? By my ſoul's fury, I 
' cleave to the earth the firſt of you that ſtirs, or 
plunge your daſtard ſwords into your leader's Nea 5 
that he no * may witneſs your Gifgrace. "Oo 0 


* * Kin hg? © 2 Ora. 


\ 


} 


F 


— 
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detachment of the enemy which you obſerved fo 


faddenly to quit the ficld, have ſucceeded in fur- 


iſing him; they are yet in fight. 
7 And bear the Inca gh 


| this, ye baſe, diſloyal rout! Look there | The duſt 
2 ſee hange on on the bloody Spaniardse' track, drag- 

Bing. with ruffian taunts your King, your father !— 
"At 


ari. Bleſs the voice of Rolla—and ble the 

firoke 1 once Jamented, but which now ſpares theſe 

extinguiſhed eyes the ſbame of ſeeing the pale tremb- 

ling wretches who dare woe Keile olla, though to 
| fave their King! 

Rol. Shrink ye from he 3 of the . 

fall ye not at this rebuke? Oh! had ye each but 


one drop of the loyal blood which ſhes to waſte 


through the brave heart of this ſightleſs veteran !— 
Eternal ſhame purſue you, if you deſert me now ! 


Bat do—alone I go—alone—to die with glory by 


my monarch's ſide ! | 
3 Rolla! well follow thee. (Thampets 
2 3 out, followed by Orano, officers and 


3 9. Man. 0 ike Rolla !—3nd thou San, fend 
- From thy dot Avenging lightning to his afd !— 
Haſte, my boy; aſcend ſome — and tell to m 
impatient terror what thou ſ-elt. N 
Bey. I can climb this 1c ck, and the tree above | 


( Afcends @ rock, and from thence into the tree.) O, now I 


fee them — nove —und che . Wee by 


the ſteep. + 
0. Man. Rolla follows hrs! 25 1 
Boy. He does —he does he moves like an 8 


now he waves his arm to our ſoldiers+—(Report of. - 


cannon heard.) Now there is fire and ſmoke, 
0. Man. Yes, fire is the weapon of thofe fiends. 


Ba. The wind blows off the os they are ll 85 
mixed e | 4 


Ora. From, this old man and boy 1 lat that the | 
a priſoner 2 Hear 


iba in bondage. Now fly, and ſeek your own 
vile ſafety, if you. can. , 


0. Man, EET 


ha 
* * 
* 


cap for Jar. Shouts of victory, flouriſh of trumpets, 
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"0. Man. Seeſt thou the King:? , UTE FT 

Bay. Yes—Rolla is near him! _ His ſword ſheds 
fire as he ſtrikes! _ | 5 

O. Man. Bleſs thee, Rolla! N ES not the mon- 


| ſters. 


57). Father ! father! the Spaniards fly O 
now I ſee the King embracing Rolla. L his, 


Tc) 
Man. (Falls on his nets.) Fountain of life! 


| how can my exhauſted breath bear to thee thanks for 


this one moment of my life! My boy, come down, 


and let me kiſs thee—My Rrength i is gone 15 The 
boy 1 run to the old man.) | 


Boy. Let me help you, Bit, tremble 6. — 
0. Man. Tis with tranfport, boy ! ; 


( Boy Lad. the old man eff... 
bow, 5 Flour iſh, Cc. 


Enter 7 Ataliba, Rolla, and Peruvian officers and Kl. 1 


dier. 
. In the name of my people, the ſaviour of 


whoſe ſovereign you have this day been, 1 this 


emblem of his gratitude. Giving Rolla his. ſun.of 
diamonds.) The tear that falls upon it rips for a 


moment dim its luſtre, yet does it not i Pair, the 
value of the gift. 


Rol. It was the hand of Heaven, not mine, that 
ſaved 7 PK, . 
„ae Enter On AN 05 Aer Solder. | 


Roll Now, ſoldier, from Alonzo? ergy, e 
Ora. Alonzo's genius ſoon. repaired the panic 


1 : ad - 


| WK early broke our ranks ;' bat I fear we have to 
Tours. Aloozo's loſs ; his eager n gy: Hb tdo 


"The in the purſuit! _ | 
Ala. How! Alonzo Jain 2,. e 
27. Sol. I ſaw him fall. | | ay 
ag. Sol. Truſt me; 1 beheld him up again 880 * 
e Was chen . and diſai med. 
5 3 AE ita. 


< 


Tinatte 1 


. Ara. 0! victory; deer Saag l 9 
RNol. O, Cora! Who fhall tell thee this? 
Ata. Ra, our friend is loſt—our native country 
e Our private ſorrows muſt yield to the pub- 
tic claim for. triumph. Now go We to fulfil the rt. 
the moſt ſacred duty which belongs to vidory—to 
dry the widowed and the orphaned tear of thoſe 
u hoſe brave Ren have periſhed in their coun- 
55 8 * | e 2 and exeunt. 


os - END or rar s Eco Ac. 


8 
we 7 * A 4 7 * 


„„ 4 m. 
. „ 8 RENE . 55 . 


3 4 "vild Retreat among ; Pupendous Recks * 1555 her - 
bill, with other Wives and Children of the Peruvian 
Foo Warriors, ave ſeattered about the ſcene in gr vupr.— 
Tic fog alternately, Stanzas exprefiive of their . 
e with a Chorus, in which all oO | 5 


13; 


1 5 1 Peruojan Woman. 


2 rA, ſeeſt thou 2 ay + 

44 Zyl. Yes, two Peruvian ſoldiers, one on the hilly. 
. the other entering the thicket in the vale. * 
1 0 2d Per. Woman. One more . 
5 Far and terrified. © - 

5 Cora. My heart win. art from my bofom. 


- >, Emer @ Perwvian Soldier, panting for breath. 
Ven. W Þ? joy or dean: ” 
—- Sold. Tbe battle is againſt us. The King 6 * 
3 25 | 93 = a priſoner. e ; : 
Vom, Deſpair and miſery? )? 
1 Cure | dos l And Ant; 


» 
Fs - 
on * ab 
1 . 
2 : In * 


7 8 . i 


me fenger 


huſband, give this child his b theek. 


* A TRAGIC PLAY. 


Sal. I have not ſeen him. 0 ” 
1% Mom. Oh! whither mult we fly? 
2d. Mom. Deeper into the forelt. 5 5 „ : —_ 
_ . Cota. 1 ſhall not move. . _=_ 
Another Peruvian Soldier Combat. J Sand vie. | 
rory! 7 dls al 
He enteri hafli.. . 3 g Fs. 
Rejoice | Rejoice !/ We are vigorious! | OO I 
ch ome [(& 3 up. } Welcome! welcome! thou = 
0 but the King ! 2 
Sald. He "els the brave warriors, who approach. = 


. trium 7 march of the army is Hard at u A 
tance. The Women and Children" join in a Hrain 
preſſive of anxiety and exultation.—The | Warriors enter 
/inging the Song of Viet a in "which all ain. be Kg 
and Rol LA follow, and are met with rapturons and 
affectionate reſpect. Cora, during this ſeent, with her 
Child in her arms, runs trodgh the rarks ſearching and 
inquiring for ALONZO. s 


Ata. ' Thanks, thanks, my children's: I a: 
believe it; the blood once ſtopp'd, my wound ws 1 
nothing. [Cora 4t length approaches Rollay who" 4 — 
pears to have being N awviding ber.] Where is 3 
Alonzo ? fRolla turns away in Mence.] ] 

Cora. 7 Falling 2 the King's feet. J Give me. my 


— 
— * wi 
. 


* 
— 


Ata. I Friebe that Alonzo is not here. TY 
Cora. Hop'd you to find him F000 "= 
Ala. Mo anxiouſiy. e on 
Cora. Ataliba' is he not dead? ' ? $ Ec 
Ata. No! the Gods will have brand war eve — 
Ora. Is he not dead, Ataliba ? „ 
Ata. He lives — in my heart. _ 
Cera. Oh king! torture me not ihus! 1 aut, 


is this child fathefleG? ?: Ke Rs + 8 
4A. Deareſt Cora! do not. has dalb adde the. 4 
little hope that Rill remains. | * 


Cord. The litile hope! yet fill 3 17 N 


9 to me, Rom: : you are the Va tr wth, - af, 


& pals aleo: 


Rel. Alonzo bas not been found. 
Cora. Not found! What mean ybu ? will not you, | 
Rolla, tell me the truth? Oh! let me not hear the 
thunder rolling at a diſtance ; let the bolt fall and 
cruſh my brain at once—Say not 8 85 By is not 
found: ſay at once that he is dead. | 
Kol. Then ſnould fay falſe. 
Cora. Falſe! Bleſſings on thee for that word! But 
match me from chis terrible ſuſpence. Lift up thy 
little hands, my child; perhaps thy innocence Wy. 
plead better than thy mother's agony. 
Rol. Alonzo is taking priſoner. ' 
Cora. Priſoner ! and by the Spaniards ? Pizarro JP 
| 5 ? Then is he dead. 

„ Hope better—the richeſt ranſom which our 
realm can yield, a herald ſhall this inſtant hear. 
Fer. Nomen. Oh! for Alonzo's ranſom our gold, 
on. "gems 9 all! e dear e 


[The Peruvian Women a tear of all Hhettrs ana- 
91 nents, and run and . them rom my eee 1% 
Mer them io Cora. 


Ata. Ves, for Alonzo's ranſom 10 would 15 
all i=] thank thee, Father, who haſt given me 


beats to rule over! 


Cora. Now one boon more, belqved monarch. — 
Let me go with the herald. | 
A414. Remember, Cora, thou art not a wiſe * 3 

but a mother too: hazard not your own honour, 
and the ſafety. of your infant. Among theſe bar- 
barians the fight of thy * Fouth, thy Tovelineſs,” and 
- . innocence,” would but rivet faſter your Alonzo's © 
chains, and rack: his heart with added fears for 2 


Wait, Cora, the return of the herald. 


Cora. Teach me how to live till then. 55 
Ata. Now we go to offer to the gods, thanks r 
our n and prayers for our Alonzo's ſafety. 
| . and 1 en. Kauen omner.. 


291 | SCENE) | 
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SCENE. II. 8 5 
The Wad, © * 
. | Entr Cora and Child. EO 
Cera, Mila innocence, what will become of the! 2 


4 Enter ROI LA. | e 
* Cora, I attend ty ſummons at ch' aphoined. 


| oe il my boy! belt then fill 8 
; 
Nel. Cora, ca” * child be fatherleſs while Rs 
Rolla lives?. 
Gora. Will he not foon waitin two/?==For 
ceanſt chou think I will ſurvive Alonzo's loſs? 
Rol. Ves! for his child's ſake. Ves, as thok dia p 
. lope Alonzo, Cora, liſten to Alonzo's friend ? 
| Cora, You bid me liſten to the wearkd Ys * 3 
not Alonzo's friend? 1 


„ ba 


Noel. His parting werd : | | * 
Gord. His parting words (9) Oh, . 1 £0 
al. -Conſign'd to me two precious truſts hie 


bleſſing to his ſon, and u laſt requeſt to tile. 
Gora. His {af} requeſt! his 4% “Oh, name it! 
Neo. If I fall, faid be (and fad forebodings 
ſkook him white he ſpoke)—promiſe to take my Cora . 
for thy wife; be thou a father to my chüd -I. 
gs, thy word to him, and we parted;—Qbſerve - 5m 
ora, I repeat this only, as my faith to d s 
was given to Alonzo—for ma, 1 neither cher, 8 
claim, or hope. „ 
_ "Cera. Ha! does my leaſon fall me, or what i k 
this horrid light that preſſes on my brain? Oh, 
5 Alonze ! It may be thou haſt fallen a victim to thy - | 
| own guileleſs heart=hadft thou been filem, hadſt 
| thou-not made + God legacy of theſe wreiched 
„ Cora! what hateful ſuſpicion has pode 85 9 
e mind? 5 „5 
"OFF: . yes, "tis 3 ſpirit was enſnar'd; | bs 


8 * 


+ A 
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1 5 


"bites hs the fatal ſpot, 8 e or 


could not front a hoſt of murderers—He fell —in 
vain did he exclaim for help to Rolla. At a diſ- 


tance you look'd on and ſmil'd Lou could have 


ſav'd him could — but did not. 
Rol. Oh, glorious fun, can I have deſerved this ? 


Cora, rather bid me ſtrike this ſword into my heart. 


Cera. No! hve! live for love! for that love thou 
ſeckeſt ; - Whoſe bloſſoms are to ſhoot from the bleed- 
ing grave of thy betray'd and ſlaughter'd friend! ; 
But thou haſt borne to me the /aft words of my Alon- 


2 Now hear ine Sooner ſhall this boy draw poi- 


ſon from this tortured breaſt—ſooner would I link 


me to the pallid corſe of the meaneſt wretch that 


periſh'd with Alonzo, than he call Rolla father | 


| than J call Rolla huſband! | 


— 


"Rel. Vet call me what 1 am—thy friend, thy. 


protector 


Cora. ( Diftratteds ty. '; Away, I have no o protector 5 
but my God !—With this child in my arms will I 


haſten to the field of flau hter—There with theſe _ 


hands will I turn up to the light every mangled . 


© body—ſecking, howe'er by death e the 


ſweet ſmile of my Alonzo: —with feartul cries 1 


will ſhriek out his name ull my veins ſnap! If the 


{ſmalleſt ſpark of life remains, he will know the 


voice of his Cora, open for a moment his unſhrgud- 
| ed eyes, and bleſs me with a laſt look: But if we 


find him not—Oh! then, my boy, we will to the 
Spaniſh camp—that look of thine will win me paſ- 
ſage through a thouſand ſwords — They too are men. 
Ils there a heart that could drive back the wife 


that ſecks her bleeding huſband; or the innocent 


babe that cries for his im 1nd father? No, no, 
my child, every where we ſhall; be ſaſe —A wreich- 


ed mother bearing a poor orphan in her arms, has 


Nature's paſſport through the world. Tes, yes, my 5 


ſon, we'll go and ſeek.t y father. 


[Exit with the CAL. 
Aol. (After a' pauſe of agitation Could I have. 
mer ted | 
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5 tid one hay of thy reproaches, Cora, 1 ſhould 


be the wretch—1. think I was. not formed to be. 
He ſafety muſt be my preſent purpoſe —then to 


convince her ſhe has wronged W „ 
SCENE III. IT 
 Pinarno's "Tt. N 
Parar ro, traverſi mg the ſcene in  ghomy and fort Us 
1 . agitation. | 


* 

Well, capricious idol, Fortune, be my 1 ruin thy 
work and boaſt. . To myſelf 1 will till be true. 
Yet ere I fall, grant me thy ſmile to proſper in one 
act of vengeance, and be that ſmile Alonzo' J nm 


Enter ELviza. | 


Who's there? who dares intrude | ? Why down my 
| cd negleR their duty? 
Etv. 


when I refuſed obedience. - | 

Piz. And what is it you deſire ? 25 

Elv. To ſee how a hero bears misfortune—Thou, 
Pizarro, are not now colle&ted—not thyſelf. 


Piz. Wouldſt thou I ſhould rejoice that the ſpears. . 
of the enemy, led by accurs'd Alonzo, have Ren 9 


| the braveſt hearts of 'my followers ? 
Ei. No!—I would have thee cold and dark as 


the night that follows the departed ſtorm ; Rill and 
ſullen as the awful pauſe that precedes Nature con- 


vulſion: yet I would have thee feel aſſured that a 
new morning ſhall ariſe, when the warrior's ſpirit 


ſhall ſtalk forch nor fear the future, nor lament 5 


the paſt. 


Fi. Woman! Elvira — Why had not all my 


men hearts like thine ? 


Etv. Then would BY brows l have this day worn : 


the crown of Qaito. -.. 
Piz. Oh! hope fails me while that ſcourge of 
; mY Uſe 15 fame, ane, leads the unn. : 


, 
4 1 


our guard did what they could—but they 
knew their duty better than to enforce honeys - 


U 
f j 
* 
; 
! 
{ 


— 
— —— ä ee IE ls 6 


—— 


— 
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A. Pizarro, b probe the bing fn. 
bert not now his courage, but r 
Alonzo i is your priſoner. f ; 

iz. How ! 8 
Ev. Tis certain; 8 fi him even now 
dragged in chains within Your camp. I choſe to 
bring you the intelligence myſelf. 

Piz. \Bleſs thee, Elvira, for the news Alone : 


in my power I- then I am the conqueror—the vic- 


tory is MINE: 

Elv. Pizarro, his is ſavage and unmanly triumph. 
Believe me, you raiſe impatiencs in my mind to ſee 
the: man whoſe valour, and whoſe genius awe Pi- 


zarte; hoſe misfortunes are Pizarro's triumph; 


whoſe bondage is Pizarro's ſafety. | 
Piz. Guard of Ener Guard. Drag here the 


| 2 priſoner, Alonzo Quick bring the traitor 
i . What ſhall be his fate? 


[Exit Guard, 


Piz. Death! death! in lingering torments ! * 
tracted to the laſt ſtretch that burning e e 


can deviſe, and fainting life ſuſtain. 


Ele. Shame on thee! Wilt thou. have it Grid that 


the Peruvians found Pizarro could not conquer till 
Alonzo felt that he could mut der? 


bee not. Its fate ie Naledl. 
Eto. Follow then thy will: but mark me; i 


bhaſely thou doſt ſhed the ; blood of this brave youth, 
'Elzira's loft to thee for ever. 

Piz. Why this intereſt fo a ranger? What is 

Alonzo's fate to hee? 


iv. His fate — nothing! thy glory, every ching 
— Think&thou. Teould le love thee-fiript of fame, of 


honour, and a juſt renown : Know me better. 


Piz. Thou ſhouldſt have known ME better. Thou 


ſhouldſt have known, that, onee provoked to hate, I 


am for ever fixed in verigeance.——( Alonzo js 


_ broupht in, in chains guarded. Elvira obſerves him with 


attention and admiration. Welcome, welcome, Don 


rene ; . thy 


LX BY mended | 


4 


| 3 Er, ſhould ſpeak a life o mira 8 | 
How is it that amid the toils and cares of wary thou 


doſt preſerve the healthful bloom of careleſs eaſe? 


Tell me thy ſecret. 

Al. Thou wilt not profit by it. Whateer the 
tolls or cares of war, peace {till is bare. 979 to : 
his band to his heart.) „ 
P. Sareuſtic boy! 8 f 
Zu. Thou art 3 we Why. 0 
wich the unfortunate? 5 

Piz. And thou art wedded too, I hear: aye, and - 
- the ſather of a lovely. boy—the heir, no doubt, of 
all his father's loyalty ;: of all his mother's faith. 
Al. The heir, I truſt, of all his father's ſcorn of 7 
fraud, oppreſſion, and bypocriſy— the heir, I hope, 
of all his mother's virtue, gentleneſs, and truth—: 
the hein, I am ſure, to all Pizarro's hate. 5 
Piz. Really! Now do 1 feel for this poor orphan; 
for fatherleſs to-morrow's ſun ſhall ſee that OY a 
Alonzo, thy hours are een N | 
Ek. Pizatro—no!. 7555 
Pix. Hence or dread my an eee | 
. Elo. I will not hence; nor do end W anger. 
Al. Generous lovelinels ! ſpare thy unavailing 


pity. Seek not to thwart the tyger with his prey be- Ther. 


neath his fangs. 
Pix. Audacious rebel! Thou, a renegado from. | 
thy monarch and thy G 5 
| 1 Tis falſe; 15 | | I 
Piz. Art thou not, tell me, a 3 1 "a 
country's legions—and, with vile heathens dec, 
haſt thou not warred againſt thy native land? 
Al. No! Deſerter I am none! I was not . 
among robbers! pirates! murderers When thoſe + 
legions,. lured by the abhorred luſt of gold, and by 
thy foul ambition urged, forgot che ba of Ca- 
 Ulians, and forſook the duties of humanity, TH er 
deſerted uE. I have not watred againſt my native 
land, but againſt t thoſe who have ukrpel 1. its power. 
* of wy * when * 1 followed. | 
: nn 


9 


* 
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ALms pagath them, were Juſtice, Faith, 400 Mercy. 2 


If theſe are beaten. 8 and trampled under foo: 


I have no country, nor exiſts the power entitled to 
reproach me with revolt. 


Piz. The 9 2 to judge and paul thee at leaſt 
cults 5 Ke” 
Al. Where are my judges? 3 
'Piz. Thou wouldſt appeal to the e 0 
Al. If the good Las-Caſas have yet a ſeat chere, 
yes; if not, I appeal to Hea xen! ö 
Piz. And to impoſe upon the folly of 3 


8 What would be che excuſes of thy treaſon? 


Elo. The folly of Las-Caſas !—Such, doubtleſs, 
his mild precepts ſeem to thy hard-hearted wiſdom! 
O would I might have lived as I will die, a barer = 
is the ſollies. of Las-Caſas! ._ . 

Al. To him I ſhould not need to urge the foul 


barbarities 5 hich drove me from your fide; but: I 


would gently lead him by the hand through all the 

lovely fields of Quuo; there, in many a {pot where 
late was bzrrenneis and waſte, I would ſhew him 
how now the opening blofſom, blade, or perfumed 
bud, ſweet baſhful pledges of delicious - harveſt, 
"waſting their incenſe to the ripening ſun, give chear- 


ful promiſe to the hope of induſtry. This, I would : 


Jay, is my work! Next 1 ſhould tell how hurtful 
cuſtoms, and ſuperſtitions ſtrange and ſullen, would 


often ſcatter and diſmay. the credulous minds of. 
theſe deluded innocents; and then would 1 point 
aut to him where pow, in cluſtered villages,. they 
live like brethren, ſocial and confiding, while through - 
the burning day Content fits baſking on the cheek of 
'Toil; till laughing Paſtime leads them io the hour 


of reft—this - too is mine — And prouder yer—at - 
dat ſtill pauſe between exertion and repoſe, belong - 


ing not to paſtime, labour, or to reſt, but unto. Him 


| who ſanctions and ordains them all, I would ſhew | 


him many au eye, and many a hand, by gentleneſs | 


from (error won, raiſed in pure devotion to the true 
95 os nn this 100 J pom den him is Alonao's 


Work- 


| WES... 


#5 * 


} 


A TRAGIC. PLAY. 


work Then would Es Cats claſp me in Mis 1. 
arms; from his uplifted eyes a tear of gracious 


| thankfulneſs would fall upon my head, and that 
- one bleſſed drop would be to me at once this world's 


beſt proof, that I had acted rightly Here, and ſureſt 
hope of my Creator's mercy and reward hereafter. - 
Elo. Happy, virtuous Alonzo! And thou, Pizarro, 


wonldſt appal with fear of death, a man who thinks 


and acts as he does! 

Piz. Daring, obſtinate enthitfialt ! But know, the 
pious bleſſing of thy preceptor's tears does not await 
| thee here! He has fled like thee—like thee, no 
doubt, to join the foes of Spain. The perilous. trial 


bf the next reward you hope, is nearer than perhaps 
| you've thought; for, by my country's wrongs, and 


by mine own, to-morrow's ſun ſhall ſee thy death. 
Elo. Hold !—Pizarro—hear'me If not always 


R always greatly. Name not thy” coun- 


# 


Bi wrongs —'tis plain they have no ſhare in thy 
en 


tment. Thy fury gainſt this youth 18 private [ 


hate, and deadly perſonal revenge; if this be ſo— 
and even now thy detected conſcience in that look 


avows it—profane not the name of juſtiee or thy 


country's caufe, but let him arm, and bid him to 


the field on equal term. 


5 


Pix. Offieious advocate for. treaſon, peace 
Ben him hence — lie knows his ſentencee. 


Al. Thy revenge is eager, and Pm thankſul fur 
it; to me thy haſte is mercy. For thee, ſweet plea- 


der in mis fortune s caule, accept my parting thanks. 
This camp is not thy proper ſphete. Wert thou 


among yon ſavager,. as they are called, thou'dſt find 
"(PERO more 'congenial to thy heart. 75 


Pe; es the ſhall bear che tidings of thy death | 


to Cora. ES 


4.” Inhuman man! ia pang at 1s aſt might | 


0 e been ſpared me; but thy malice (bal not ſhake 
my conſtancy, I go to death many ſhall bleſs, arid 
none will curſe my memory. 5 hou ſtill wilt live, 
"and Rill wilk be — Pizarro. Exit guaruei. 
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+ Bly. Now, by the indignant ſcotn that burns vpon 
my.cheek, my ſoul is ſhamed. and ſickened at the | 


meanneſs of thy vengeance. _ \ 
Pia. What bas thy romantic folly aimed at !— 

| He is mine enemy, and in my power. 
Th Elo. He is in your power, and therefore is. no 
more an enemy. Pizarro, I demand not of thee vir - 
/ 1we—l aſk not from thee nobleneſs of mind IL e- 
quire only juſt dealing to the fame thou haſt ,ac- 
vired ; be not the aſſaſſin of thine own. -renown,— 
How often have you ſworn that the ſacrifice which 
thy wondrous valour's higb report had won you 
from ſubdued Elvira, was the proudeſt triumph of 


the common mould not formed for tame ſegneſter- 
ed love content mid honſe-hold cares, to prattle 
1 to an idle offspring, and wait the dull delight of an 
51 obſcure lover's | e ! my heart 3 | 
. to look up with awe and homage to che object it 
|. adored; my ears to ohn no mylic hut the thrilling 
records of his praiſe; my lips to ſcorn all babbliug 
© byt the tales of his achievements. ; my hrain to turn 
Siddy with delight, reading che .applauding vibutes- 
of his monarch's and bis country's -gratirude 5 my 
every faculty to thiob with tranſport, while I heard 
the ſhopts of acclamation which annonnced the 
coming of my hero; my whole ſop! to love him with 
devotion! with enthuſiaſm !—to. fee no other object, 
Ed oven no other tie—but to make 4m m worLD! 
| —Thus to love is at leaſt no common weaknefs.— 
Pizarro was not ſuch my love for the??? 


Fir. It avas Elvira! 


Eiv. Then do not make me hateful to myſelf, by 
- tearing off the maſk at once - baring the hideous 
impoſtute that has undone me} Do not an act 
ju which, howe'er thy preſent power may gloſs it to 
· 


«  % eee IH 9 


9 : 


Jour fame? Thou knoweſt T bear a mind not caſt in 


. viſionary boys to dream of I underſtand it not. 
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with tranſport in my tomb ?—T his. is renown for 


The fame I value ſhall uplift my living eſtimation 
o' erbear with popular ſupport the envy of my foes, 
advanes my purpoſes, and aid my power. 


büt little ſoul, I ſee thou wert not born to feel what 
genuine fame and glory are Ves, prefer the flat- 


a deathleſs name — yes, prefer to ſtare upon the grain 
of ſand on which you trample, to muſing on the 


ſtarred canopy above thee. Fame, the 1 5 
deity of proud ambition, is not to be worſhipped fo + - 


who ſeeks alone for living homage, ſtands a, Wenn 
canvaſſer in her temple's porch, wooing promiſcu- 
ouſly from the fickle breath of every wretch that 
paſſes, the brittle tribute of his praiſe. He dares 
not approach the ſacred altar—no noble ſacrifice of 
his is placed there, nor ever ſhall his worſhipp'd - 


image, fix'd above, claim for his memory a glorious 


immortality. | | 3 „ 
Piz. Elvira, leave me. Z | 
El. Pizarro, you no longer love me. 


tery of thy own fleeting day to the bright circle of 


= + 


E. Each word thou Tpeakeſt—each moment. 
* [ hear thee; diſpels the fatal miſt through which 
* have judged these. Thou man of mighty name, 


*% 


Pix. It is not ſo, Elvira. But what might 1 — 


ſuſpet—this wondrous intereſt for. a ſtranger !— 
Take back thy reproach. ; 


Eh. No, Pizarro, as yet l am not loft to vou 


one ſtring ſtill remains, and binds me to your fate. 


Do not, I conjure you -do not for thine po, ſake, 


tear it aſunder—Shed not Alonzo's blood ! 
Piz. My reſolution is fixed. - _ : 
Ele. Even Ree that N let kn. Elvis, 
for ever? 
Piz een ſo. 


Ele. Pizarro, if not to DEED if not to Nas 


nity, yet liſten to affection; bear ſome memory of 


for thee, quitted my patents, my friends, my fame, 


- the ſatrifices I have made for thy ſake. Have L nor, 5 | | 


my nauve N When eſcaping, did 1 not riſk in ; 


D.3z | rroſhing 
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ruſhing to "IEP arms, to bury e in the boſom ' 
of the deep? Have I not {hared all thy perils, 
heavy ſtorms at ſea, and frighiful ſcapes on es | 
Even on this dreadful day, amid the rout.of battle, 
who remained firm and conſtant at Pizarro's fide ? 
Who el her boſom as his e to the 

Me aſſailing foe ? 
" Piz. Tis truly ſpoken all. To love hom art thy 
thy ſex's miracle in war the ſoldier's pattern—and 
therefore, my ae heart and half my acquiſitions 
are thy right. 

Ei. Convince me I poſſeſs the firſt; 1 exchange 
all title to the latter for—mercy to Alonzo, | 
Pix. No more Had I intended to prolong his 
doom, each word thou e now would ballen an 
his fate. : | 
Elo. Alonzo then at morn wal die? 


Piz. Think'ſt / thou yon ſun will ſet ks ſurely 3 


at bis riſing, ſhall Alonzo die. 
Ely. Then be it done—the firing is Pim 
ſundered for ever. But mark me thou haſt here 
tofore had cauſe, tis true, to doubt my reſolution, 
howe'er offended— but mark me now— The lips 
which cold and jeering, barbing revenge with ran- 

corous mockery, can inſult a fallen enem ſhall 
never mare receive the pledge of love. The arm 
unſhaken by its bloody purpoſe, which hall aſſign to 
needleſs torture” the victim who avows his heart, ne- 
ver more ſhall preſs the hand of faith! Pizarro, 
ſcorn not my words —be ware you flight them not. 
I feel how noble are the motives which now animate 
my thoughts wo could not feel as I do, I con- 


demn— who, 5 5 io, yet auld not act as ] fall, 


\ Ideſpiſe! 

N. 36 Alier a . hoking 1 A an affe ted 

ſmile of contempt.) I have heard thee, Elvira, and 

know, well the noble motives which inſpire thee—fit 

advocate i in virtue's cauſe Believe me, I pity thy 
r 98 . e 0 ai en s at 
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Ez. Tis well —'tis juſt I ſhould be Foals f 
had forgot myſelf, in tlie cauſe of innocence 


aſſumed the tone of virtue. Twas fit I ſhould be = 


| rebuked—and by Pizarro. Fall, fall, ye few re- 
luctant drops of weakneſs—the laſt theſe” eyes ſhall 
ever ſhed. . How a woman can love, Pizarro, thou 


haſt known too well; how ſhe can hate, thou haſt 


yet to learn. Yes, thou undaunted ! thou, whom 
yet no mortal hazard has appalled! thou, who on 
Panama's brow: didſt make alliance with the — 
elements, that tore the ſilence of that horrid ni 
.when thou didſt follew, as thy pioneer, the cr: 


thunder's drift, and ſtalking o'er the trembling : 
O 


earth, didſt plant thy banner by the red volcano! 
mouth l thou, who when battling on the ſea, ani 
thy brave ſhip was blown to ſplinters, waſt ſeen (as 
thou didit beſtride a fragment of the ſmoking wreck) 
to wave thy glittering ſword above thy head, as thou 
would defy the world in that” extremity Come, 
fearleſs man !-—now moet the laſt and felleſt peril of 


thy life—meet ! and e injured woman's 


OW: if "_ n. . . 
END OF THE THIRD 4er. 2 CONE 


ACT Iv. weak 
-SCENE 1 1 
| 4 Dungeon in the Rach, near the Shavith Camp 


| ALONZO in 285 —4 Septinel W near 2 


Entrance." 


Ale. "OR me lat time, 1 Kane beben the 0 


1 ddow'd ocean clofe upon the li ght, For 
hs laſt tins; thre my cleft . 5 cons 5 I now 
raced the un ute of 8 
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laſt time, O ſun! (and ſoon the bot) I ſhall behold 
thy riſing, and thy level beams melting the pale 
miſts of morn to glittering dew-drops. — Then comes 
my death, fog in the morning of my day, I fall, 
which o, Alonzo! date not the life Which 
thou haſt run, by the mean reck'ning of the hours 
and days which thou haſt breath'd :—a life ſpent 
worthily, ſhould be meaſured by a nobler line—by 


/ deeds—not years—then wouldſt thou murmur not, 


but bleſs the Providence which, in - ſhort ſpan, made 
THEE the inſtrument of wide and ſpreading bleſſings 
to the helpleſs and oppreſsd Tho finking i in de- 
ctepid age, HE prematurely falls, whoſe memory 

records no benefit conferred by him on man :—they 
only have lived long, who have lived virtuouſſy! 


Exver a Seldier—ſhews the Sentinel a Paſport „ who _ 
| = evithdraws. 


8 What bear you. there? 5 
Sal. Theſe refreſhments 1 was border ' d t to > leave i in 


. Jour dungeon. 


Al: By whom i 2 : 
Sol. By the lady Elvira; the will be hand herſelf 
' before the dawn. 
Al. Bear back to ber a humble thanks ; a | 
take thou the refreſhments,” friend; 1 need them 
not. | 
Ss. I have ſerved under you, Don Alonzo.— 
; Pardon my ſaying, that my heart pities you. [ Exit. 
Al. In Pizaro's camp, to pity the unfortunate, 
no doubt requires forgiveneſs.¶ Looking out.] Sure- 
ly, even now, thin ſtreaks of glimmering light 
ſteal on the darkneſs of the Eaſt. —If fo, my life 
'is but one hour more.—I will not watch the coming 
dawn; but in the darkneſs of my cell, my laſt 
prayer to thee, Power Supreme! ſhall be for my 
wife and child. — Grant them to dwell in innocence 
and peace! grant health and purity of mind '—all | 
elſe is we lo" Enter the never. } © ; 
Sent. Who's there ? anſwer LE Whokthers? 


A TRAGIC: PLAY. 8 
| Bal. A Friar, come to viſit your priſoners. 1 
Ror LA enters, diſguiſed as 4 Monk. 


Nel. Inform me friend —Is not Alonzo, the 6. 
"th priſoner, co nn in this e 

Sen. He is. 
Ser. You muſt not. 1 
Kal. He is my friend. 
Sen. Not if he were your brother. 

Rol. What is to be his fate? 
Sen. He dies at ſun-riſe, _ 
Fal. Ha then I am come in time, 

Sen. Juſt to wirneſs his death, _ 

Rel. Soldier muſt ſpeak with him. 
Sen. Back, —back.—It is impoſſible·— 
Rol. I do entreat you, but for one moment! 
Fi ogy You. entrant in vain orders are moſt 

| Rel. Even now, Ifaw a weſſenger go hence, . 

Sen. He brought a paſs, which wo gre all accuſ- 
ds pre is of maſlive gold--look 
} on wedge m e o 
on. theſe is wedge thy own land-they will 
be wealth for — — thine, beyond thy hope or 
Wiſh. Take them they are thine Let me but 
paſs one minute with Alon z. 

Seu. Away i- ould'ſt thou oorrupt me — PE 
Van old Caſiilian 1 —— ar. 5 

Rel. rev halt thou a win 1 
No Halt "aſe children? „„ 33" ries Me 

Sen. Four—honeſt, lively boys. 
Rol. Where didſt thou . them 
Sen. In my native village —eren in e cot where 
ele; was born. 
Lal. Do'ſk thou love thy children and thy wiſe? 
R Do I love them —God wort heart, 


Kt Solder! imagine thou vert x doam'd wie | 


ruel 
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cruel death in this ſtrange land—What would be 
thy laſt requeſt? — 
Sen. That ſome of my comrades ſhould A my 
dying bleſſing to my wife and children. | 
Rol. Oh! but if that comrade was at thy priſon 
ate - and ſhould there be told thy fellow-foldier 
ies at ſun· riſe. yet thou ſhalt not for a moment ſee 
him — nor ſhalt thou bear his dying bleſſing to his 
poor children or his wretched wife, hat would'ſt 
thou think of him, who thus en _ ow 4 com- 
rade from the door? - © 
Sen. How! © 


9 


Rel. Alonzo has a wiſe 444 child 1 am come | 


| but to receive for her, and for her * 5785 yy bleſ- 
fing of my friend. | 
Sen. Goin.—(Retires.) : 
Noel. Oh! holy Nature! thou Joſt never + plead i in 
vain.— There is not, of our earth, a creature bear- 
ing form, and life, human or ſavage — native of the 
foreſt wild, or giddy air around whoſe parent bo- 
ſom, thou baſt not a cord entwined-of power to tie 
them to their offspring's claims, and at thy will to 
draw them back to thee. On iron pinions borne—the 
blood · ſtain d vulture cleaves the ſtorm yet, is the 
plumage cloſeſt to her heart, ſoſt as the cygnet's 
down, and o'er her unſſiell'd brood, the murmuring 
ring-dove fits not more gently !—Yes !—now he's 
beyond the porch, barring the outer gate !—Alon- 
20 !—Alonzo !——my riend! Ha —in gentle 
fſleep!—Alonzo—riſe! - 

-7 How! Is my hour chart e, (retara- 
ing from the receſt,) 1 am ready. . 

Kol. Alonzo,—know me. e 

Al. What voice is that? 

Nel. Di Ronen. 

Al. Rolla —my friend 1 bins.) \Hea- 
on how could 'ſt thou paſs the __ Did this 
na 1. — Te: ; 

Rel. There is not a moment 10 be loſtin words 5 
| —this diſguiſe I tore from the e of a Friar, 
I 5 


— 
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as I 1709 5 our field of battle—it has gain'd n me en- 
- trance to thy dungeon now take it _ and W 

Al. And Roll 3 3 | 

No. Will remain here in chy 8 5 NET 

Al. And die for me !—No 1—Rather eternal tor | 
tures rack me. 

Rol. I ſhall not die, Alonzo. 1 is thy life Pi- 
zarro ſeeks, not Rolla's—and from my priſon ſoon... 
will thy arm deliver. me ;—or, ſhould it be other- 
wiſe—1 am as a blighted plantain ſanding alone 
amid the ſandy defart—Nothing ſeeks or Wes: be- 

neath my ſhelter— Thou art a huſband, and a fa- 
ther — The being of a lovely wife and belpleſs in- 
fant hang upon thy life—Go !—Go !—Alonzo !— 

Co. to ſave— not thyſelf, but Cora, and thy child 

Al. Urge me not thus, my friend—l had pre- 
par d to die in peace. 

Rel. To die in peace 1—deyoting her you've. 5 
' ſworn to live for to madneſs, miſery, and death! 
For, be aſſured, - the ſtate I leſt her in — all 
hope, but from thy quick return. 

Al. Oh! God}- | : 
Rel. If thou art yet nine Anse A hea | 
me well.—I think thou haſt not known that Rolla 
ever pledg'd his word, and ſhrunk from its fulfil- 
ment.——And, by the heart of truth I ſwear, if thou 
art proudly obſtinate to deny thy friend the tranſ- 
port of preſerving” Cora's life, in thee, —no power 
that ſways the will of man ſhall-ſtir me hence z— 
and thouft but have the deſperate triumph of de- : 
ing Rolla periſh by thy ſide, with the aſſur d con- 
viction, that Cora, and thy child, are loſt for ever. 
Al. Oh! Rolla !—you diſtract me! 

Rol. A moment's further pauſe, and all i is "IS 
The dawn approaches—Fear not for me—T will 
treat with Pizarro as for ſurrender and ſubmiſſion ; 
—T[ ſhall gain time, doubt not—while thon, with 
a choſen band, paſling the ſecret way, may*ſt at 
night return—releaſe thy friend, and bear him back 
in | triumph, —Yes—haſten—dear Alonzo !—Even 


. 


8 


0 frantic Cora call thee!—Hale — 


Haſte - -Haſte! 
4. Rolla, I "cbs your friembihip Srives m. from | 
honour, and from right. 

Nol. Did Rolla ever counſet diſnonour to diene! ä 

£1. Oh! my preſerver ( Embracing bim.) 

Neal. I feel thy warm tears dropping on my check 
—Go Tam rewarded—( Throws the Friars yer- 
mem over Alonzo; There 1=—toriceal thy face; 5 
ih they may not clank, hold faft ty chaine—Now 
od be with thee! LEED 

Al. At night we meet e New fb aid mes 
Heaven! F return 1 mne e wich the: 

Ear. ö 
N (ab. } He ns pass d the outer Perch 
is fafe !—He will ſoon embrace his wife and child ! 


Now, Cora, did'ſt thou not wrong me? This is” 


the firſt tirke throughont my life I ever deceived 
man- Fergive me, God of trutir! if I am wrong 


- Alonzo flatters himſelf: thar we ſhall meet again 
| —Yes—There ! (lifting bir hands 1 beaven) afſuredly. = 


-weſhall meet again: there poſſeſs in peace the joys 
_ of everlaſting love, and friendſhip—on earth, im- 
ported, and embitier'd.— wilt retire, leſt the guard: 
return 8 eee way have paſs d their lines. 

| : 7 { Rebires into erm 


| Hater Ew TY 


A. IO Fizarro's brutal menten "ey 
Slowing admiration which I feel for this noble youth, 
raiſe an intereſt m-this harraſs'd boſom, which 
honsur would not ſanction. If he reject the ven- 
geance my heart has ſworn againſt the tyrant, who's 
- death alone can fave this land. yet, ſhall the de- 
light be mine to reſtore him to his Cora's n 10 
his dear child, and to the unoffending people, whom 
1s virtues me and Wo __ —Alonzo, ; 
come 1 


” 
- got ; * " 
£ P: * 


7 Tur „„ |; 


Wl Enter RoLLE.. 5 
Haske art thon Where it is Aloo? 
Fol. Allonzo's fled; 
t. Fled!* 


| this roughneſs; ( ſeizing her Band) — but a moment 8 
precious to Alonzo's flight. 

Ke. What if 1 calF the guard? 3 
Rol. Do ſo— Alontb ſtill gains time 


vuliivg graſp of death, III hold thee faſt. | 
© Elo: Releaſe me—T give my faith, L neither will 
alarm the guard, nor cauſe purſtit. 
Rol. At once, I truſt thy word — A feeling bold 
neſs in rhofe eyes, aſfures me that thy ſoul is noble. 


Rol. My name 1 
Elo. The Peru 


captive. 
Eto. And friendſhip for en moved thee to 
mis an!? 
Rol. Alonzo is my friend I am prepared to de. 
for him. Let is the cauſe a motive ſtronger far than 
\ friendfhip. 
Elo. One only paſſion elſe could urge ſuch Se 
rous Tafhneſs. 


Rol. And t . | 3 e ey 


Elu. Love? TEE 5 
Rat. True! 155 70 
- Zh, Gallant !—ingenuous Rolla MN Ur 
my purpoſe here was! ine ; and” were I to . 
friend ĩß 
Noel. Ho.] ?¾R·D a woman blelrd with gentlenels' and 
1 courage, and yet not Cora! 
: kart? Rolla think ſo N o all oe 
carts; 


Ral. Yes—and he FR not the ea Pardon a 


Eto. What if thus T'free myſelf? (Sevo a rwper.) 
Nel. Strike it to my heart—Still; with the fon 


Elo. What i 18 thy me? ? Speak freely — By my 
order the guard is remov'd boydnd 2 outer Porch. | 


tolla. | 
leader? 8 | 
Rvl. I was ſo ye eidey=—To-day the Spaniards | 


8 ; 
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NO BR. Nel Not don are worſe and better than we 
are! | 
"Ebv. To ſave thee, Rolla, Goa: the e ven · 
geance—reſtore thee tg thy native land—and thy 
native land to peace—would' ſt thou not rank Elvira 
with the good? r 
„ judge che action, 1 mull know ay means. ; 
| Elo. Take this dagger. 5 
4 _ Rel. Howto be uled? | 
Elo. I will conduct thee'to cd tent ak bell! Pi- 
zafto fleeps—The ſcourge of innocence the terror 


country. 
Rol. Have you not been ;njured by Pi izarro?. 


T% 


deadly Venom. 
2 Nel. And you aſk that I ſhall murder Nin! in his 
© W cep! 
_: 7 Wauld he not have: murdered Alcnyo ibs 
chains? He chat ſleeps, and he that's bound, are 
ccually defenceleſs. Hear me, Rolla—ſo may 
Froſper in this perilous act as ſearching my full 


5 / private. vengeance there, and feel that I advance to 
* my dread Furpoſe in the caufe of human * 
BE - and at the call of ſacred juſtice. + 
Kol. The God of Juſtice ſanctiſies no 1 as a 


achieved by wicked means. 
Tilo. Then, Peruvian! ſince lng do'ſt feel ſo 


=. 1evolt my ſoul, ſhall ſtrike the blow. 


thou periſheſt Give me the dagger! 
"Elv. Now ſollow me ; but firſi and dreadful is 


Kol. The foldier who was on duty here? . 
Ei. Yes, him —elſe, ſeeing thes the alarm . 
be ant, LE 


of thy e fiend that deſolates thy afllicted | 


BR 1 Deeply as ſcorn and inſult can infuſe their | 


lep towards good. Great actions cannot be 


coldly for thy country's wrongs, this hand, tho it 


heart, T have put by all rancorous motive of 


5 Kol. Then i + thy deſtruction certain, and for peru 


"chic hard neceſſity yo miſt firike down the guard. 


4 


* 
8 . $ 
X Dy ; - 
* 3 
2 
„ 


was - 


1 
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back thy dagger. 355 
r. EE: 


* Rel. fad 1 mult ſab that ſoldier a as 1 pat : Toh 5 


Noel. That ſoldier, mark me, is a man. An are 


not men that bear the human form. He refus'd 


my - prayers—refus'd my gold—denying to admit 
me — till his own feelings brib'd him. For my na- | 


tion's ſafety I would not harm that man! 


Eip. Then he muſt be wich us— 1 will anſwer for 


his ſafety. 


| Rot. Be that Gee underſtood between lor | 


"habe er betide our enterprize, I will not riſk a hair 
of that man's head, to fave my Near from 


—— 


S EN E= II. 


e . | [Execunt. : 


.T be inf de of Pizarro's 2 —Pizarrs oh a | Couch, i in 


Pi. ( in his Sy No mercy, traitor. —Now at 
his heart !—Stand off there, you—Let me ſee him 


— 


bleed — Ha! ha! ha !—Let me hear 1 N 


again. 


Ev. There Now, loſe not a moment. 


Rol. You muſt leave me now. This fone of 


blood fits not a woman's preſence. © 
Elo. But a moment's pauſe may 3 
Rol. Go - Retire to your own tent—and 1 return 


not here—1 will come to. you—Be thou not known. 


in this buſineſs, I implore you! 


.. 1 will withdraw the guard that Waits. > 
| [ Exit Elvira. 

Kol. Now have I in my power the àccursd def. 
8 of my country's peace; Jet tranquilly. ** 


reſts. - God 1— can this man ſleep 


Piz. (in bis ſleep.) Away away ! ! Ede, Fenda! 


[ 


Fear not my boſom thus ! 
ol. No I was in error— the balm of Geet re- 


pole he never more can know. Look here, ambi- 


Enter nn and Exviaa. IE 1 


by -\ 


VVV 
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. fools I— e, by whoſe inhuman pride, the 

bleeding ſacrifice of nations is held as nothing— 

behold the reſt of the guilty ! He is at my meroy 

and one blow !—Nol—my heart and hand retuſe 

the act: Ro!la cannot be an aſſaſſin — Vet Elvira 

mult be ſaved! { Approaches the Couch.) Pixarro! 

| ke ln 3 
Eis. 7 Starts 7 Who Guard — 

Rol. Speak not—another word is thy death Call 

nor for aid !—this arm will be iwiſter than thy 

guard. 

Piz. What art PP ? and'what is thy wills? 
Rel. I am ihine enemy! Peruvian Rolla ! "Thy . 

AJeath is not my will, or I could have Dain able 

2096---: 

* Speak, what ee 3 | 

Ra. Now thou art at my merey —anſwor me "a 


7 Did a Peruvian ever yet wrong or injure” thee, or 


any of thy nation: Didſt thou, or any of thy na- 
tion, ever yet ſhew merey to a Peruvian in your 
power? Now ffralt thou feel and if thon Haft * 
eart, thou'lt fed! at keenly !—a Peruvian's 
ance! 72 Drops the dagger at his feet.) There? 
Piz. 1s irpolfible ! Walt, a/ide Ges | 
Rel. Can Pizarro be ſur 1 ? thought 
1 iveneſs of injuries had been the Chiiftian's pre- 
ep Thou ſeell, at lealt it is the Peruvian's prac- | 
tice. 
Bog 'Rolla—thou haſt indeed Lurpris\d—dubdned 
(Walks agaiz afide as in jrrefalute eee | 
Re-enter Elvira, vat o fect ering Ps 
= Ex. Is it done? av, "ag lav.) 
Bow ll liviog! Then 1 am loſt! And for 
you, wretched Peruvians! mercy is no more l Oh | 
 Kolla1 treacherons, or cowardly ?— 
Piz. How can it be, that— 5 
Rol. Away! Elvira ſpeaks ſhe knobs not Ef | 
Leave me (1 Elvira) I conjure you, with Pizarro. 
Elk. How !—Rolla, aol thou think 1 * re S 
| e mn 1 meanly will deny, that in 
Na | Lahe, 


4 


3 


— 


We I'glacd: a oalfrard to o be plung' d into that tyrant's 


heart? No z—my ſole regret is, that I truſted o 
thy weakneſs, and did not ſtrike the blow myſelf.— 


Too ſoon thou'lt learn that mercy to that man, is 


direſt eruelty to all thy race! 
| Piz. Guard! quick! a guard, to ſeize this fran- | 


tic woman. 
Elv. Yes, a guard! I call ther ST And ſoon 


I know they lead ine to my death, But think not, 
Pizarro, the fury of thy flaſhing eyes ſhall awe me 


for a moment — Nor think that woman's anger, or 
the feelings of an injured heart, prompted me to this 


deſign—No! Had [ been only influenced ſo— thus 


failing, ſhame and remorſe would weigh. me down. 


But tho' defeated and deſtroyed, as now I am, ſuch 


is the ee of the cauſe that urged me, I ſhall 


periſh, glorying in the attempt, and my laſt breath 
of life f. 


ſulted world of ruEE. 


Rol. Had the ad been noble as the motive—Rolla 


would not have ſhrunk from its pericrmance-” 
Enter Guard. 


Pix. Seize this diſcover'd fend, who fought | to js 


kill your leader. 
Elv. Touch me not, at the LIE of your ſouls ;— 


I am yout priſoner, and will follow you.—Buc thou, 
their triusiphant leader, ſhalt hear me. Vet, firſt - 
for thee Rolla, accept my forgiveneſs: even had I 


been the victim of thy 'nobleneſs of heart, I ſhould 


have admired thee for it But twas myſelf provok d OV. 
my doom—thou wou'dlt have ſhielded me.—Let not 
thy contempt follow me to the grave. Didſt thou 
but know the ſpell-like arts, by v 6h this hypocrite + 
"faſt undermined. the virtue of a. uileleſs 8 
how, even in the pious ſanctuary wherein 1 dwel It, 
by corruption an fraud, he practis d upon thoſe in 
_whom TI moſt confided — till my diſtemper'd fancy. 


H. SOD 
' . 
Pod | 
* F 6 o bk” * "I A . 
f 
% bo, - 


8 me, 9280 by Rep, a os abyſs of gl 
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all ſpeak the proud avowal of my purpoſe 
to have reſcued millions of innocents from the 
blood-thirſty tyranny of ox * ridding the, in- a 
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Pix. Why am I not obey'd 3 _ hence! 
Eu. Tis palt—but didſt thou know my el 
7 Rolla, thou wou'dſt pity me. "8 

- Rel. From my foul I do pity thee ! f 


Piz. Villains! drag her to the dungeon pre- 
pare the torture inſtantly. 


Ele. Soldiers—but a moment more Tis to ap- 


5 


plaud your general It is to tell the aſtoniſhed world 


_ that, tor once, Pizarro's ſentence is an act of juſ- 
tice: Yes, rack me with the ſharpeſt tortures that 
ever agonized the human frame; it will be juſtice. 
Ves - bid the minjons of thy fury —wrench forth the 
finews of thoſe arms chat have careſs'd and even 
have defended thee! Bid them pour burning metal 
into the bleeding caſes of theſe eyes, that fo oft, oh | 
God !—have hung with love and homage on thy 
looks then approach me bound on the abhorred 

wheel — there glut thy ſavage eyes with the con - 

vuls'd ſpaſms of that diſhonor'd boſom, which was 
once thy pillow Let, will I bear it all; ſor it will 
be juſtice, all! And when thou ſhalt bid them tear 
me to death, hoping that thy unſhi inking ears may 
at laſt be feaſtad with the muſic of my cries, I will 
not utter one ſhriek or gtoan— but to the laſt gaſp, 
. my. body's patience ſhall deride thy weden as 
my ſoul defies thy power. 

Piz. { Endaavouring to conceal his agitation, ) Hear'lt 
thou the wretch whole hands were even now 1 
pd for murder? | 

Ri. Yes! and if her accuſation? 8 falfe, a wilt 
: _ ſkrink from hearing hep: if true, thy barbarity 
_ cannot make her ſuffer the e pangs thy conſcience wall 
infſict on thee... | 
| Ek. And now Brea], world Lola, fare - 
well! Farewell, thou condemn'd of Heaven — 
. Pizarte) or repentance and 2 1. know, 

Vin never touch thy heart We Mall meet again 


. . Ha! be it thy horror here, to know we ſhall 


© meet hereafter And when. thy ,parting hour ur ap- ; 
. to 20 . whoſe 1 bopr 8 


« 1 
* Fe 7” — 
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will firike to thy deſpairing ſoul. Then, will vi- 
brate on thy ear the curſes of the cloiſter d ſaint. 
from whom you ſtole me. Then, the laſt ſhtieks 

which burſt from my mother's breaking heart, as ſhe 
died, appealing to her God againſt the ſeducer f 
her child! Then the blood-Rifled groan of my mur- 
dered brother—murdered by thee, fell monſter 
ſeeking atonement for his: ſiſter's ruin'd honour—T' 
beer e them row! To me the recollection's 
madneſs !—At ſuch an hour what will it be to 
thee ? 


Piz. A moment's more delay, and at the peril 
ol our lives 
lv. 1 have e the lak 2 10 frailty 
of my heart is paſt. And now, with an undaunt- 
ed ſpirit, and unſhaken firmneſs, 1 go to meet my 
deſtiny. That 1 could not ite nobly, has been Fi- 
zarro's act. That 1 will die nobly, ſhall be my own. _ 
Lait gudrdeds | 
5 -. Rolla, would not thou; a warrior valiant 
2 renown'd; fhould'ſt credit the vile tales of ts 
frantic woman. The cauſe of all this fury—O! a 
wanton paſſion for the rebel youth Alonzo, now way 
_ priſoner, 


Rl. Alonzo is not now thy priſoner, gk FP 
Piz. How! 5 | 
Rel. l came to reſcue him to deset his guard 
I have ſucceeded. I remain thy priſoner. | 
Pig. Alonzo fled !—ls then the vengeance deareſt . 
to my heart never to be gratified ? 8 he 
Rol. Diſmiſs ſuch paſſrons from thy heart; then 
thou'lt conſult its peace. 
Pig. I can face all enemies chat dare confront me. 
I cannot war againſt my nature. 
Kol. Then, Pizarro, aſk not to be geem'd L : 2 
to triumph o'er ourſelves, is the only conqueſt, 


. where fortune makes no claim. In battle, 'chance _ 


may ſnatch the laurel from thee, or chance ma rh, 
1 place it on AG. at ina comp with l 
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be hb, and the virtuous impulſe a be the 
victor. - | 

Piz. Peruvian ! ! thou Ada ind wi to thee un- 
grateful, or UNgenerous-—I eturn to your coun try⸗ 
men. you are at liberty. 
Rol. Thou do'ſt act i in this, as bonor, and as duty 
bid the. 

Piz. I cannot but admire thee, Rolla ; I. wou d we 
might be friends. | 

Rol. Farewell —Pity Elvira e the friend 
of virtue—-and thou wilt be mine. I [Exit. 

Piz. Ambition! tell me what is the phantom I 
have follow'd ? where. is the one delight which it 
has made my own ? My fame is the mark of envy, 
my love the dupe of treachery—my glory eclip- 
ſed by the boy I taught—my revenge defeated and 
rebuked by the rude honor of a ſavage foe—before 
whoſe native . of ſoul, I have ſunk confound- 

ed and ſubdued! I would I could retrace my ſteps ; 

I cannot : would I could evade my own refletions— 
No > as of and Memory are hh hank 155 ; 
[Extt. 


j Be. 
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sehnt 


| 4 thick aeg. Bebel 9 a Hut 4 0 ee „ 

3 by Boughs of Trees A dreadful Storm, with Thunder 
| and Lightning=-Cora haroverdd ther Uhu on a bed 
of Leaves and. ae Rus "hole mand 1 wild 
and rack, 


$ 


„ Cora. O NATURE! * dal not Se Rrengeh of 
dove. My N ſpirit .is untired in its 
| mich N vering frame, ſinks under _ 
it. And, eee faint beneath thy 
lovely burthen, could 1 refuſe to Adr thy flumbers 
that eee of 54 O, iny child ! were I aſſured 
thy father breathes no more, how — would I 
uu me down by thy dear ſide; but down - down for 
| ever. [ Thunder and li 3 12 1 _ thee not, unpi- 
tying ſtorm! to abate thy rage, merey to. poor 
Cora's miſery ; nor wi thunders ſpare his 
Numbers will I diſturb my ſleeping cherub. Tho? 
Heaven knows I wiſh to hear the voice of life, and 
feel that life is near me. But 1 willendure all while 
What I have of reaſon holds. 


SONG. 


Ves, yes, be erection, thou tempeſteire; 
Unaw'd, unſhelter'd, 1 thy fur brave ; x 
ru ate my boſom e thy end few 


Let it but guide me to 8 3 


Or hi pale corſe then while thy lightnings glare, 
ry preſs his ys lips, and ey: there. 


But 


F 
Tos 


| rin: 3 
But * witt wake a again, my boy, 
Again thow'lt riſe to liſe and joy, 
i Thy father never !—  - 5 | 
Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, DE” 
Unconſcious that cternal night - | | 
Veeils wank of ever. MN : 
| On yon green bed of TI there lies my y child, 
L Oh! ſafer lies from theſe chill arms apart; 
He ſleeps, ſweet lamb! nor heeds the tempeſt wild, 
Oh! 1 Heeps than near this NT OV. heart. 


Alas my balls; if thou would'ſt peaceful reſt, 

' "Thy cradle muſt not be thy mother's eros : 

DE On Yet, thou wilt wake again, A 
Again thov'lt riſe to life and j joy, 5 

Thy father never! 


N 5 Thy laughing eyes will meet the light, | . : 4 
Vnconſecious that eternal night | RES 

895 V Ws” for ever. 
\ £99 bunder and l big 


ee Sal nin, L implacable ! unfeeling elements! 
| Vet ſtill doſt chou ſteep, my ſmiling innocent! O, 
Death! when wilt thou grant to this babe's mother 
ſuch repoſe ? Surely I may ſhield thee Homer from 
0 the ſtorm ; my veil may— — 


oo While ſhe is awrapping her ma; and bs: veil over 
im, Alonzo's voice i. b af; a frag cog 
_ ance. */ 5 


wt 


= Cora. Hal! {Riſer ) | : 

7 oe 1 Cora! 

Cora. O, my heart! Some Heaven, deceive me 

not !—lIs it not Alonzo's voce? 
Al. Fare! Cora! 
Cora. It is—it is Alonzo! _ 1 
2 1 nearer till.) Cora! my DF Le 
2. Alonzo: Here !—Here!—Alonzo !— 


3 Ts N 7555 ROT ES - 
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1 * on 


Enter \ 


a * 
5 
4 * 
* 


7 * 


3 \ * 
£ & . N - * 
* * - * * FL 
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* 7 55 * 


EL, Ener + b ee Ku, 
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© It. Sol. 1 tell you we are near our out-poſts, and 
the word we heard juſt now, was the counterſign. 

2d. Sol. Well, in our eſcape'from' the enemy, to 
have diſcover'd their ſecret paſſage thro the rocks, 


will prove a lucky chance to us—Pizarro will re- 


ward us. 
Ist. Sl. This va e ford, though lauded; i is 
on our left. (Ferceivet the child.) What WR we 
here ?—A child !—as Im a ſoldier. 7 

2d. Sol. *Tis a ſweet little babe. Now wouldi it be. 
a great charity to take this infant Rs its 7 
mother's power. 

Ist. Sal. It would ſom! have one at home mall 
play with. it Come "NG (Taler the Child. 


[Exeunt, 


-_ 


9 
Fe 2 


£ ; Re-enter Cora avith Alonzo. 1 E Few 


Cora. Copealin avithour.] This ways dear Alon- 


20. Now am I right—there—under that tree. — 


Was it poſſible the inſtin& of a mother's heart could 


miſtake the ſpot! Now will you look at him as he > 
ſleeps, or ſhall I bring him waking with his full blue 


laughing eyes to welcome you at once—Yes—yes.— 


Stand thou there— I'll ſnatch him from his roſy i 


flumber, bluſhing like the perfum'd morn. 


(Ce runs up to the ſpot, and, finding only the man- 
| th and veil, which ſhe tears from the ground, 
A242 andthe child gone vbrieks 7 and N in F nas 


Ele agony. ) 


2” 


A [running to her. Gora i—my b heart's beloved! 


Cora. He is gone! 


E e 


Cora. He is gone my child ur ea 

Al. Where did you leave him? e 
Cora. [daſhing herſelf on the ſpot.] Here! 

e Be calm, beloved: ps bas nen 2 
. . e 
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. . crept toa little: danse we. ſhall, fd 8 
- you aſſured chis was the ſpot you left him in; 
Cra. Did not theſs hands make that bed, aud 
ſheltet for him ?: Rudis not this: the veil tHatzco-' | 
| vered him? ROE 8 

A Here is a hoo · yet unobſerved! x 

Vora. Ha! yes, yes !* there lives: the ſavage that 
has robb'd me of my child.—{ Beats af the door, oo M 
„ e) Give me back my child t reſtore to me wy, 

boy! 
Enter Las-Caſts: from the t. 


.. Who- call. me from my wretched ſok- 5 
tude? 

Cora. Give me back my child 44 (ou into th : 
but, and-tall;) Fernando ! 
the Almighty powers | .do my ons deceive me! 
Las-Caſas!!! . | n 
La C. Alonzo !—my below d. young friend! 2 

Al. My rever'd inſtructor. [ Embracing. 8 | 

Core. Lreturn d.] Will vou. embrace this man, 
| before he reſtores my box? —_— 

A Alas, my friend, in what a, moment of mi- 
ſery we meet! . 
"Cora: Vet his look is poodineſs and e — 

Good old man, have compaſſion on a wretched mo- 

ther, and I will be your fervant while I live. But 
do: nat, for, pityꝭs ſake do not ſay, zei 
nqte do not unt fayy . EDT | 


[Rune into w wood, . 
"ae. What can this: mean ? 3 
Al She is my wife uſt reſeued from al Spr⸗ 
niards' priſon, I learn'd ſhe had fled xo this wild fb- 
| reſt; hearing my voice, ſhe left the child, and flew 


to meet me.- Was left ſleeping under Vonder | 

tree. | 

 Las-C. Hows Dua on leare him LO re- 

tum. ) . 

a O, ”w are right aue Nonne + >= . 
er, 


A 
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4 f vas. I. left my a leer N 
8 innocent- —but I 2 fy to the earth's brink,. but | | 
Al. Forgive me, en deres 1 muſt fallow: bern, 
for at night, 1 attempt brave Nolla's reſcues. 
are. I Wilbnot leave thee, Alonzo. Tou muſt 
po dead her tothe right; that way lyes yeur 
Wait not een hes. I follow: thee, 
my riend. | . 


*SCENE 17,” 


7 The out If the 8 wiſh camp. —The back e 5 
eas with | 12 25 Jalling doxun the precipice, ' 
over ns a bridge is formed by a fell d tree, 8 


Alma Cwitzout. ] Bear him along his | 
IJ mut be falſe. SE. g—1 fore 


Nella (in hat) W in by Soldiers. 


Bel. Falſe !—Rolls, utter falſehod !—1 would 1 
had thee in a deſert- with thy troop around- thee 
- and I, but with Wy SPA in this unſhackled hand !, 8 
„ „ Lruunpetts without. | 


V 


22 ** PG. cxcibedsliat, Rolla, the ronnnin's 8 
Peruvian hero ſhou' d be detected like a ipy, kulk» 
ing creo anr camp? 

Rol. Skulking g 

Alu. But-anfwer to. the Deneral—be ia here. 


2 55 : Due, Vizarro. „ 

n . 5 | 
„is, What aasee Rola! 5 . 
| Rob 2 ! to thy „ no doubt. „„ 


% 
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(. 


4M. The Guards 3 him, paſſing our out- 


Bip Releaſe him inftandly. eine me 1 regret 

this inſult. : 

— You feel then as you ought. 5 
Piz. Nor can I brook to ſee a, warrior of Rol- 

la's fame difarm'd—Accept this tho' it has been 


thy enemy's.  [. Gives a ſcword.] The e | 


know the courteſy that's due to valour. | 
Kol. And the Peruvian, how to forget offence. I 


| foes? | 
Rol. Wben the ſea divides us ves ur 1 now 
diepart? 


Piz. Freely. ; 5 


Kol. And thall I not again be 3 25 


Piz. No! —let the wor he pum that Rolla * 
freely. 


Bite Darn 11 and Soldiers with the Child. 


38 0 Him are. two ſoldiers, captived yeſterday, 

"who have eſcaped from the Peruvian hold,—and 

dy the ſecret way we have ſo long endeavoured to 
ae 

Pia. Silence, imprudent seen chou not 

85 ( printing to Rolla.) 


i” Dav. In their way, they found a Peruvian child, 


ho ſeems— 
Pix. What is che i imp to me ?—Bid them toſs it 
| into the ſen. 
FKiol. Gracious heaven! it is Alonzo's child 1—give 
it to me. 
Piz. Ha! Alonzo's. child 1—Welcome, thou A 
ty hoſtage. Now Alonzo is again my priſoner! 
Er Thou wit not keep che infant om its mo- 
1 2 | 


Pix. 1 not Rolla and Pizarro .ceaſe to de | 


— 


P Will 1 not i— What, when 1 ſhalt faeet Alon- 


| | 20 in the heat of the victorious Oe = | 


BR 
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1 ſhall not have a check upon the valour of his heart. 5 
when he is reminded, that a word of mine is 5 8 
child's death? e 
Rol. I do not underſtand W . 
Piz. My vengeance has a long arrear of; hate to 
ſettle with Alonzo !—and this eh may help to 
ſettle the account. | 
Kol. Man! Man Art chou a man —Could'fl 
thou hurt that innocent —By Heaven! it OWE, >) 
in thy face. | 
Piz. Tell me, does it reſemble 8 5 
1 Kol. Pizarro! thou haſt ſer my beatt on PI TY 
> Ba thou doſt harm that child—think nor his blood will 
ik into the barren. ſand—No!—faithful to the 
gaager hope that now trembles in this indignant heart 
4 __ — twill riſe to the common God of nature and hu- 


manity, and cry aloud for e on ĩt aceurs d 
deſtroyer's head. | 


Piz. Be that 5 mine. 


Rol. (Throwing himſelf at bis feet 3 Behola me at 
thy feet—Me, Rolla!—Me, the preſerver of thy 
life! Me, that have never yet bent or bow'd before 
created man !—In humble agony I ſue to you 


proſtrate I implore you—bur _ that child, and I 
will be your ſlave. | 


Pix. Rolla! ſtill art thou free to go—this boy re- | 
mains with me. 
' "Rel. Then was this ſword Here gf gift, not. 
thine! -(Seizes the Chill.) Who moves ons ſep to 
follow me, cies upon che ſpot. 

[Exit; with the Child. 

+ Pix. Parſve. him inſtantly—bur- fpare his life. 
[Exeunt Almagro and ſoldiers.) With what fury he 


defends himſelf —Ha e fells thank to d the: 1 | 


a 4 > 
2 x ; 12 . 
# , \ 2 
4 5 
L a 1 ' 


SR 
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As Three of Scot biwwe ſoldiers are Wendy KEE 


* | F. a2 4 1 228 NY vidlims oy | 


ain te your com - to 3 med b : 


Uſe; and if he once gains the thicket —— | 
* 1: Bam. Spare him no longer. [Exit Almagro.] 
Their guns muſt reach him hell yet afcape Moa 
40 theſe horſe - the Peruvian ſees them—and no he 
iurns among the roc les — chen · is his retreat cut of. 


{.Rolla craſet the, wooden bridge over the cutarath, pur. 
| fed by. the foldlert—they fire at bini—a Hoot ſtrikes 
AI- Pizarro erclaim.— 7 


Piz. Now quiek! quick! frine the Silt 

| Wn tears jrom: the: rect the tree ui | 

„ Lag 
N 


N oxtor Atnaow, 


| . By Hell! be le. chraped!—and wit de 
JF chil Daher. 
Da. No—he bears his death with bim.—Bekeve 
me, I: aw him ſergek upon the fide. 
Pia. But the child is hd —Alonzo' child! Oh! ; 
-the'faries-of diſappointed vengeance! 5 
An. Away with the revenge of wordt us to 
ireds—Forget. net we have acquired the 
of the ſecret paſs, which thro the roch ene 
Aloem brings you at dnce to the ſtrong hold, where 
are lodg'd their women, and their treaſures, 49 
Piz. Right, Altnagro!—Swift as hy thought. 
| draw forth @daring and. a choſen band will not 
Wait for numbers. Stay. Almagro! Valverde is 
- iiformed: Elvira dies to-day ? 
1 He is—and one requeſt alone h | 
Hia. Fil: hear of none. 
Ne The boom is mall»—'tis but for the noviciatc 
habit which you firſt beheld her in ſhe wiſhes not 
tc ſuffer in the gaudy trappings, which remind her bh 
of her ſhame. = 
Pu. Well, do as ths wilt—but tell Valverde, : 
that at our return, as bis life thall anfwer it, te let 


© mie hear that ſhe is dead. 1 | 


+ 1 
* 


4 TRAGIC” PLAY. 


HD SCENE III. 


5 Fe gala, Tent. F 
rar Araliba, Pllewd by Cora and Alonzo. 


* Cora, Oh Avoid me not, Ataliba! To whom, — 
but to her King, is the wretched mother to addreſs =_ 
her priefs?—The Gods refuſe to her my prayers ! 

Did not my Alone fight for you P—and will not my 
ſweet · boy, if thou'It but reſtore him to me, one day ä 
fight thy battles too 
„An. Oh? my ſuffering love—my poor heart- 
broken Cora you but wound our Sovereign's feel- 
ing ſoul, and not relieve thy own. 
Cora. Is he our Sovereign, and has he not the 
power ta give me back my child? 
Alta. en ] reward deſert, or can MORE > my 
% people, I feel what is the real glory of a King— 
when I hear them ſuffer, and cannot aid _ . 
mourn the impotence of all mortal ges 48 than. - 
(Foes bebind.) Rolla * . Rolla ! e 


Euer Rolla, ne with the child, glad . 


5 mM ; ruvian ſoldiers. | 


"> 


R/ Thy child 1 (Give the-child into Gore's arm, I 
an fall.) 


Cora. Oh God 2—there $ blood upon- bun 93 
Nal. Tia my blood, Cora! 8 
„5 Rolla? thou diet! 5 
el. For thee, and' 'Cora—( Dies.) 
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tw. SNOW has revealed OR an, I the 


rocks. Even nom the foe aſſails the peaceful band Me 
retired for RIO: there. ER 
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3 | Alen. Ia not a moment !—Swords be quick !— 
pour wies and lden cry to 0 - Bear our low d 
a hero's body in the van—'Twill raiſe the fury of our 
men to madneſs —Now, fell Pizarro! the death of 
one of us is near? — Pn 1 Be the word of aſſault, 
Repgnge and Rolla? Ge a I eum. 
. | (Orange) 


19 
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1 | 


SCENE | w. „ 


2 ee vary of the Neb ig a | 
( (Alarms) Women are ſeen Hing, 7005 
5 E Sees: . . Soldiers 
bikes. = : ts back from the Field. ie Tipe is. cnt 
4 1 5 8 on the Wig 5 


Enter Pizarro, . verde, ms Hos 


—— &? £ IS FE. 5 


OY Wen- chang, r mu — 0 
me centre of ae nere ue Reit d Hon 
hide S of 


: 0 Lg Kue, Alonzo, C ä 


* * A — "thee, and Alonzo's fword” N * 
| | peak for Rolla. 
"Hb is. Thou knowl the advantage of thy eee 
5 Thou dar- not fngly face ira. 
Alon. Peruvians, fr ar aman be beet 


only our s.. . 
i Piz. Spaniardet—oblerre ye me. 5 
= Wu 
þ | (Thy felt. Anne, n . broken and be his 
Beal down. T | 


1 Ar. m, wulrbr, 6 Thy beat? 
BR, ee Earn oat Per 


F N , * 4 * 
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A ren, enlv. 1 63 


I | Fouſt lelali her —— appuled, Ae, back A. 
„ e a 7 


(Loud A from the Noh) 


Aub enters, and ?tbraces Alonso. 7 


Ata. My brave Alonzo! 

Alm. Alonza, we ſubmit.—Spare us! ve will em- 
bark, and dea ve the coaſt. 
Pull. Elvira will confeſs 1 fav'd her life ; the has 

- ſavid thine. 

mon. Fear not. ron are Gabe. (Spaniard, lay down 
. „ Valverde peaks the truth ;—nor could he 
-#hink ro meet here—Amn awful impulſe which my 
[ ſoul could not reſiſt, impell'd me hither. 

Alon. Noble Elvira! my preſerver! How can I: 
| | ſpeak what I, Ataltba, and his reſcued country, owe 
do thee? If amid this grateful nation thou wouldſt 

414 remain | 
Tilo. Alonzo, no !—the deſtination of my cure = 
life is fix'd. Humbled in penitence, I will endeayour — 
to atone the guilty errors, which, however, maſk' d 1 
by ſhallow cheerfulneſs, have long conſum'd my 
ſecret heart When, by my ſufferings purified, and 
penitence ſincere, my ſoul ſhall dare addreſs the 
* + Thtone of Mercy in behalf of others, —for thee, 
Alonzo— for thy Cora, and thy child, — for thee, 


ns or bd A 


a mhou virtuous Monarch, and the innocent race you. 
| reign over, ſhall Elvira's prayers addreſs the God of 
: EP”. Nature.— Valverde, you have preſerved my life. 


Cheriſh humanity avoid the foul example thou haſt 
|  view'd—Spaniards returning to your native home, 
. aſſure your rulers, they miſtake the road to glory, or 
„* to power. — Tell them, that the purſuits of avarice, 
5 ag and ambition, never yet made a people 
| ora nation great. Caſti 4 look of agony enn 
5 525 en a pry yer uh and N = 1 
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EO. „ * PIZARRO: : 5 


. 


e Almagra, apd Spaniſh Soldiers, ee 


A of Pizarrto's Body 0 a Signal from * * 


fourifh of Mujic.)* 


Alon. Ataliba!- think not 1 wiſh to check the voice 
of triumph—when 1 entreat we firſt may pay the 7 
tribute due to our low d 2 D . 1 5 


4 . March—Proceſſon of 8 Soillders, bearing 
: Rolla's Body on a Bier, ſurrounded by Military T rop- 
Hier. The” Prieft and . Prieſteſſes attending, chaunt a 


- Dirge over the Bier —Alonzo' and Cora kneel on 


either fide of it, and kiſs Rolla's hands in filent agony 
n the looks of the King, and of all prefent, the Tri- 


 wmphof the 185 is beft, in the . nd the e fallen 
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FRE on . „ 
E 2 e ee SI'S" * „„ f ' | 
While ten the mi semiur of axcinking State, .. "Mi 
Monarchs danger, and a Nation's fte, 55 
| CEE mr I with. grief to. , 25 I 
Let in a trembiing — ntaren ue, Eos 8 1 


a> IP ww" e alt: Poetry altere, : 8 


So Seweetly, that , | 
The lou'd illusion, ubirh it thrives away 8 3 
Mine is the-taeh, to rigid auto dur, „ XN: | | 
To me ungratefwl, as tis harsh to 252 


To mar d —— reds erg, Sr OR | 8 | 


io mir r 


To rouse the mind that d in pemiv 

To Scare Refetion, obich, in oy” nA 
Still lingers enuving am the recent themes ee 
Attentian, ere with. nd, 

To turn from all aher pleas'd; from all that 1 "yy 


To lesgons- tv AAS | 
Zn che che ns . „ 
| Mine #s'the tar nd dot mis to | . 


WW EIS LS” ; 
| The Ab, that mavert e | | 
The cighof C , to Aion dear, = 
That indent Barnes ener, and Views toes . . „ 


as 
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OE  EPILOGUE. ENG 
ga Than wil ww rf * e 


0 ye, . „ Ae . FE Wer FORE 
With Strange enj⸗ , and with rapturourpain, 
VV en have felt i be Stranger's lone pair, | 
And Haller's cettled, 5ad, remorcefal care, : 
Does Rola pure Hellen less excite x 
| The inexpressive anguisb of delight ? - 

Do Cora's fears, which beat without control, 
With lezs,colicitude rrigross the coul? : og 
Ah! nol! your mmds with kindred zeal approve 5 
Maternal Je, and heroic love. 18 | 


| You mut approve ; where Man exists + Kiba IP 
In temperate chmes, or *midst drear wastes of . snow, 
Or where the solar fires incessant fame, 3 
_ Thy laws, all-powerful Nature, are the Same * 46 25 
Vainly the Sophist boasts, he can explain 
| The causes of thy universal rey $6. * 
More wainly wund his cold precumpruous t 
Diqrove thy general empire o er the hart: . 5 
A voice proclaims thee,” that, we must believe, 
A woice, that turely eu- wot to deceive ; | = 4 Wa 
* woice poor” Cora heard, and clecely ne „ 
Her darling infant to her fearful breast: 
 Dictrafted dar d the bloody field to tread, 


5 


I 


And Sought Alonzo through the heaps of 4 
Hager to catch the mutic of his breath, | 


Though faltering in the agonies of death ; | 
To touch his lips, though pale and cold, 3 
And clasp his bosom, Gough it qtream d with gore: 
That voice too Rolla heard, and, greatly brave, 
« His Cora'r dearect treature died to gave, : : 
Gave to the hopeless parent's arms her child, 
£ Brbeld * tran 1 a n 1 4 Wo 


Tat voice ye heay—Oh ! ze itt will obeyd _ 
*Tis Valour's impulse, and tis Virtues aid 
IE prompts to all Benevolence admires, 1 


Do all that praite repeats through lengrben d years, 
That Honor santifies, and Time reveres. 
11 


To all that eau nly Piety inspires. 
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